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He's sure that sober; the redhead wouldn't accept to play a ridiculous high school game like spin the bottle. But 
Axl had downed enough beer to make the room spin around him and his body to sway from side to side. He 
agreed to play; Steven was the one who came out with the idea, the others nodding drunkenly. 


To be frank, Axl was tired of parties; it was the same dance, get drunk, get laid, steal some cash from the 
ladies that were there and wake up the next day with a headache, clean up someone's puke, and repeat, but 


they have nothing better to do to take the sadness out of a Saturday night. 


They were already playing, sitting in a circle on the dirty carpet. Some girls Slash invited were too happy to 
see the redhead join the fun. He didn't play anything like this since he was like 10, and it happened in the church 


basement with one girl from the choir practice; he just hoped it landed on someone pretty. 


Two turns went by, and he sighed, relieved when he had to kiss Adriana, much to the smaller blond's dismay, 
Axl watched as the spinning green bottle slowed before stopping completely, his heart beating faster and ready 
to launch out of his throat. 


It landed on zzy. 


Axl was speechless, cheeks burning because he doesn't like boys, no sir, he prefers a nice pair of round 
breasts, long legs, and a little waist, the girls whistle and holler, drowning the music coming from the little 


stereo. It spices things up to have a same-sex kiss. 


Izzy's smile is slow, predatorily almost, the corners of his mouth curving, revealing his nicotine-stained sharp 
teeth. He runs a hand through his greasy jet black hair. They rigged this shit; Axl shook his head while Slash 


simulated fellatio. 


"We're doin this or what? Didn't take you for a pussy, Bily' Izzy spouted, licking his lips, all sharp smiles, and 


let a melodious giggle out. 


‘I'm not a pussy" Axl seemed to have no other choice but to kiss his best friend, Izzy grinned and jumped to 
his feet, motioned the redhead to do the same, closing the space between them. 


Fucker looks good, really good, with his emerald green t-shirt tied in a knot, the tight black denim jeans, the 
heavy necklaces hanging, his chest looks so soft, and Axl ignored the impulse he felt to lick a stripe from his 
navel and down below. 

The redhead closes his eyes and thinks of Erin, beautiful Erin with her curly brown hair and tiny waist. A pair 
of rough hands sneaked towards his waist, pulling him close. Izzy smelled like cheap beer, cigarette smoke, and 
something musky, something so like the rhythm guitarist. 


"What are you doin?" Axl swallows as the brunet brushes the red strands away from his face. 


"Don't play coy, Rose, you know exactly what's going to come, I'll go slow, sweetheart," the brunet's voice is 


low, reduced to a husky growl 

"| know what's going to happen, smartass, its just. 

"What, you've never been with a guy before?" Izzy took a swig from the bottle of beer in his hand 

"And you have been with guys before?" Izzy didn't answer, and the redhead ignored the little jealousy that 


sparked inside his belly. He thought he knew the guitarist quite well. The brunet's hands were gently creeping 
underneath his t-shirt, like Slash's snakes, he pulled at his nipple ring. 


His hands were so warm on his skin, he was like a furnace, Izzy's cheeks were red from the alcohol, and Axl 
felt too buzzed on the beer to really care if this was a bad idea, and he would regret it later; the brunet was 
so close to him he felt the bulge in his pants against his thigh. 


Was he hard? 


The singer held his breath as Izzy's dry lips were on his own; he tasted like beer, and his hands were rough on 
his hips; he nipped at his bottom lip until Axl tasted blood, but there was an odd tenderness in his touch. 
Maybe the redhead was too drunk, but he kissed his friend back 


It wasn't something romantic, not with the way their teeth clatter together. It was desperate, fervent, and 
with a euphoria sparkling from deep inside his chest, a bruising kiss, almost as if Izzy wanted to wipe put the 


memory of all the kisses he received from other people. 


Axl snuck a hand into his hair, tugging lightly, playing with the strands; he expected his hair to feel greasy, 
rough, but his dark mane was soft under his digits; Izzy growled in response. His tongue slipped inside, curling 


around the redhead. 


The ginger's thoughts were running wild, Why is he kissing me back? Why does this feel so good? And Why am I 
getting hard? Izzy gives his tongue a suck before biting his bottom lip. He pulls away, his doe brown eyes 
lingering on Axl's face. His lips are wet with saliva and the chapstick he wore for the night. 


The whistles and catcalls sound so distant, and the brunet wipes his mouth on the back of his hand; he smirks 
and goes back to sit between Duff and Stevie. Axl was gasping for breath but goes straight to the bathroom, 


slamming the door shut, he stares at his reflection on the broken mirror. 
His lips were glossy and swollen, he couldn't grasp at what happened, it scared him because he liked it and he 


couldn't give a fuck what the others thought. There was a knock on the door, Axl flinched and covered his 
mouth with his hand. 


"Ax, are you ok?" Izzy's voice echoed through the bathroom, making the redhead's heart to beat faster 


"Yeah, | just needed to take a piss, Jeez" Axl whined, taking a deep, shaky breath. The brunet chuckled outside 
and opened the door to let himself in. 


Izzy approached him, sliding his hands on Axl's hips once again. He heard the zip of his jeans open; the redhead 
paled, his pants fell, pooling in his ankles, the brunet tugged down at his boxers, humming in approbation, 
chuckling darkly. 

"What are you doing, 122?" Axl swallowed, his breathing was heavy, Izzy rolled his eyes and huffed. 


"What does this look like? You can't be that oblivious, Billy" the guitarist backed him into the icy wall. The same 


tongue that was battling for dominance inside his mouth was on his neck, biting and sucking on his skin, a 


calloused hand on his cock, stroking it gently. 


The brunet's hands were so different from Erin's delicate and soft ones and she hadn't touched him like that 
ever, Izzy touched him with experienced hands, the particular way that he fondled with his balls, teased the 
head of his dick, Axl felt slightly jealous. 


There was no doubt in his mind that Izzy had done this before. His grip was firm around the soft, velvety skin 
of his member; he found a steady pace that had the ginger panting and moaning in the brunet's ear. Axl's legs 
felt like jelly, and he gripped Izzy's skinny shoulder to keep himself upright. 


Izzy held him tightly, gave a few pumps to his cock, and he came; all he could see was a hot flash dance in 
front of his eyes and the feeling of the brunet's chest against his and the necklaces digging into his skin, 
spilling into his calloused hand. 


Axl expected to hear a laugh or a snarky quip from his friend. Instead, he licked his hand clean, pink tongue 
slurping his seed; Izzy leaned down and kissed him one last time, it was another forceful kiss, the jealousy 
boiled over making things more heated; the redhead could taste himself on his lips. 


"You better not tell anyone what happened here" Axl grabbed the brunet by his shoulders, before he could 


leave 


Izzy raised his hands in a surrendering gesture without saying anything. They returned to the party as if 
nothing has happened, the night continue in its usual fashion, Izzy would stare at him and smile cheekily. 

The cheering from their drunken friends filled the room, they join the circle again. The game was far from 
over; later, Izzy spins the bottle hard, and because the world apparently hates Axl, it lands again on him. This 
time the redhead feels bold enough. 


He crawls through the carpet like a cat and pulls the brunet by his hair into a dirty kiss. Izzy kisses him back, 
sucks at his bottom lip as his hands fall on his ass, kneading the soft flesh through his jeans. Everyone 


cheered, and Slash wolf whistles. 


They pulled apart, a string of saliva still connecting them. Izzy looks at him behind his half-lidded eyes, a little 


surprised, his chest heaving. 


When the party was over, Axl returned to his empty bedroom, still thinking of what happened; it wasn't until 


next morning when he inspected his reflection in the mirror he saw the purple hickey in his neck 
Axl Rose didn't liked boys and he definitely didn’t liked Izzy. 


Fuck that tongue and fuck those lps! 


He's driving me crazy, but Im into it 
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Axl has a problem. That problem had black dyed hair, enormous chestnut eyes, was six foot tall, and smoked 
his cigarettes with style. A headache that had such a gorgeous fucking face and an even perfect little ass. It 
calls himself ‘Izzy Stradlin The redhead wants to pinpoint the exact moment his life went off the rails and sent 
him to the fucking precipice. 


He can't accept he's been fussing, even obsessing over a dumb kiss and a sloppy handjob in the bathroom like a 
goddamn virgin. Axl told no one what went down after that kiss, although everybody felt entitled to know; the 
amount of questions he avoided after and the purple bruise that was still there, an angry mark on his stark 


skin, they could draw their own conclusions. 


Before that night, the redhead merely knew the other guy as his childhood friend, but now he was the boy 
that kissed him and grope his balls in the dirty bathroom they shared. Not to point out, he fucking /ked it The 
feel of Izzy's deft fingers over the hot, satiny skin of his prick hadn't been simple to ignore. 


The redhead liked the conscientious and even sensual way Izzy kissed. The way his tongue knows clearly what 
to do. He liked how he held him close to his chest as if he was something delicate. The touch of his experienced 
fingers on his skin. He touched Axl as no one else had done before. The sole thing that disturbed him was the 
very evident reason: he doesn't like dudes, and absolutely, he doesn't like Izzy. 


Despite the circumstances, Izzy maintained his distance. His relaxed attitude hadn't changed, he carried on as if 
that handjob never took place, and maybe for him, it was just another day. Axl thinks it's absurd how quiet 
and collected the guitarist is; every time he saw the brunet chatting with someone, the ginger couldn't help 
but suspect he told them what happened. 


He recognized they had to discuss the elephant in the room, but Axl had no freakin’ idea on how to do it or 
what to say; Axl finds the brunet in their shared bedroom. Well, it's been days since he slept there, and his 
back is killing him from falling asleep on the beat-up couch, but he couldn't bear to be next to him. 


"Hey," Axl greets softly and coughs. Izzy peeks up from the magazine he's reading; even when he's not going 
anywhere and is just lazing in the house, he still dresses all nice. The brunet glowers at him with sarcasm, 


"Maybe we can talk about..what happened at the-" 


Axl feels stupid; this is an awful idea because Izzy is very handsome for a dude, and the ginger loathes himself 
for even considering it. The fucker looks at him with a vacant expression and it both frightens and turns him 


on; the singer pretends to act distracted, pulling at the skin on his arm. 


"Aww, little Billy wants to talk ‘bout the kiss, lemme tell you I'm charmed that you remember, Izzy's tone is 
low. Dragging the words, he burst out laughing, a hand over his chest. 


The singer feels his cheeks burning, the image of the kisses still vivid in his mind, the taste of that hot mouth 
like a fresh wound. He's certain that Izzy just ruined everybody for him; kissing Erin has not been the same, 
and he's ashamed to accept it. 


"| could never forget kissing a pretty face like you" Izzy left the magazine aside, standing up and walking 
towards him, invading Axl's personal space until he could smell the sweat on his skin, "What's got you so 


worried?" 


"You haven't told anyone, have you?" Izzy shook his head, looking offended. Axl sighed, relieved at the weight 
being lifted from his shoulders. 


"You're hurting me, Ax. You can keep pretending you're straight if that helps you to sleep at night, to each 
their own, | guess," the brunet shrugged and placed a smoke between his lips. How can someone be so hot doing 


something as basic as smoking? 
"What does that even mean?" 


"It was just a game, Axl, that's how it's supposed to play out," Izzy enunciated slowly, and took a long drag 


from the cigarette, looking pensive. 


What a jackass. So it was just a game. Axl turned on his heel and gripped the doorknob; the brunet stopped him, 
wrapping his slim fingers around the redhead's wrist. Axl glowered at his friend, his eyebrows tightly knitted 
together; Izzy crashed their lips together. The bitter, ashy taste of the smoke remains on his lips as Axl 
kissed him back. 


"It was a game" Izzy scratched the nape of his neck, looking down at his pink sock-clad feet, "But not for me." 


"Can we go somewhere more private to talk it out?" Axl licked his lips, the taste of Izzy lingering, and he was 


already craving more of it. The brunet chuckled and clicked his tongue. 


"You're not even taking me on a date? And | thought Axl Rose is supposed to be this charming prince," Izzy 
scoffed, arching an eyebrow and shaking his head in disbelief, "Meet me in this motel, we can talk, and maybe 


this time, we can play more." 


Izzy handed him a book of matches, moving closer, pressing the ginger against the wooden door, he grinded 
against Axl, making him shiver, his cock beginning to swell; it left him lightheaded. 


"What if | don't go?" Izzy clutched his chest and gasped dramatically. Axl rolled his eyes. 


"We pretend nothing happened, and you can continue rubbin' one out with the thought of what went down in 
that bathroom," Izzy blew the smoke on his face, his hard cock digging against his leg, "I's your choice, Rose.” 


Downstairs, the front door creaked, and Izzy was the one to get out of the bedroom first. Avoiding any 
suspicion, Axl's cheeks were red as a tomato. The brunet left him with a raging erection and an even more 


confused mind; he wasn't gay, just curious 


Izzy was leaning against the wall of the motel, waiting for him, sunglasses resting on the bridge of his nose, 
looking like a fucking model on the cover of a magazine, truly like a rockstar; he put the cigarette out in the 


sole of his boot. 


"For a minute, | thought you weren't going to show up," and Axl surely wasn't; the angel on his right shoulder 
tried to bribe him into staying couped inside Erin's apartment and come back a few days later, but the little 
devil kept pestering him with the ‘what ifs' and eventually he won 


"What happens now?" Axl shifted his weight from foot to foot. The unbearable sun of L. A was giving him a 
headache. He was getting heated under his clothes. 


The redhead wanted to pretend he didn't spend more time fixing his hair and choosing his clothes, and even 


going to Erin's house to take a shower. 


"We get inside and we talk if thats what you desperately need," Izzy gestured with his head towards the 
building. 


Izzy greeted the guy at the front desk with a nod of his head. The man tossed him a pair of keys without 
questioning him; the brunet went up the stairs, and Axl struggled to ignore the thought of how many ladies 
lzzy brought in here, or even worse, dudes, men that weren't him. 


As soon as the brunet locked the door, he was all over the redhead, kissing him viciously and hungrily, like a 
feral animal, Axl pushed him away with his mouth agape and his brows arched, Izzy shook his head. 


"Wait, |zz, are we gonna talk?" there was a certain nervousness in Axl's voice. He sounded almost uncertain and 


perhaps afraid. 


"You really want to talk, or do you prefer to play? | think we already did enough talkin’. It's clear you want 
more; if not, you wouldn't be here" Izzy stepped closer, and his hands cupped the front of his jeans, where 


Axls stiff cock was already pretty interested. "What's this? Is it for me?" 


Axl's too horny to admit he actually needed the brunet to continue. Izzy kissed him again, stealing the air out 
of his lungs; they stumbled through the room, one lamp falling to the ground. The guitarist pushed him into 
the bed, making the headboard hit the wall. 


Izzy loosened the knot on the lacy black t-shirt he wore, the heavy necklaces hanging on his chest. His weight 
crushed him, the ginger could barely gasp for air, the brunet's cock hard against his leg, and felt damn big. It 
made Axl pale; he kept grinding his hips, humping him like a dog, and only made the ginger's cock harden inside 
the leather pants. 


The guitarists hands were under his sleeveless shirt, thumbing his nipples until the nubs were hard; his 
fucking touch was as good as he recalled. Axl panicked, he didn't know where to place his hands, and carded his 
fingers through Izzy's messy hair, causing the other boy to groan, so he pulled at his hair, making the 
brunet's hips buck. 


"If you continue doing that, we would never get outta this room" Axl couldn't grasp how debauched Izzy looked, 
the lacy shirt clinging to his frame, lips were swollen and eyes half-lidded, with a blush creeping on his chest 
to his cheeks. 


Izzy took the redhead's shirt off, nibbling at his neck, adding newer hickeys to the one still there. The brunet 
nipped at his nipple until Axl panted; he made his way down towards his crotch kiss by kiss; one hand teased 
him through the uncomfortable material of his leather pants, he untied the strings and pulled the garment 
down his ankles; he licked a strip from the base to the head of his cock. 


Axl's dick was weeping, precome gathering at the tip; Izzy looked at him behind his lustrous dark hair, eyes 
twinkling with amusement. He grinned at him viciously before going back to tease the tip of his cock. That 
fucking tongue got him in so much trouble, but Axl couldn't really regret anything as the brunet said. He was 


here, so he must want this as much as Izzy. 


But, he wasn't gay, he couldn't be, he tried to imagine a busty blonde with nice legs, but that cursed tongue 
felt great on him, if it wasn't enough, Izzy promptly welcomed him into his wet, warm mouth, it had to be the 


best blowjob he ever had, any sane person could ever turn down a mouth like that. 


The brunet took all of him, the tip, the base, and his balls deeply without choking; soft lips wrapped around the 
head of his prick, that damn tongue teasing a vein on the underside of his cock It irritated Axl how 


experienced his friend was, even resented at how Izzy knew how to give a terrific blowjob like that. 

Axl cums with a growl and throwing his head back, closing his eyes, the brunet's mouth milking every last drop 
of his seed, the redhead felt like floating among the clouds. While Izzy caressed the prominent bones of his 
hips, almost as an afterthought, the redhead reached for the guitarists pants. But he scoots away. 


"You're not ready for that, darlin" Izzy's voice was hoarse and deep. 


"But you're hard, lemme do it" Axl still felt high and loopy from that heavenly orgasm. It was too late to 


regret it, the least he could do for Izzy would be to return the favor, no matter how scared he truly was. 


The singer struggled to take Izzy's pants off; it surprised him they didn't cut off his circulation with how tight 
they were. Of course, the brunet would go commando; his erect cock was just there, red at the tip and 


begging for any kind of friction, Axl stared at it, wondering how he would get that thing into his mouth. 


"What?" asked Izzy, panting and a little frustrated, peering down at Axl, "It's not gonna suck itself, Rose, do 


something.” 


The ginger's cheeks turned red; as he hesitantly took the length into his mouth, gagging, he wasn't as skilled as 
his friend. Izzy chuckled but ran a hand through his red hair affectionately. 


"Time for a little lesson, sweet rose, use your Tongue, your hands and be careful with your teeth," Axl feels 


confident and wraps his lips around the tip, "Yeah... just like that, you look good like that, Billy. | like it” 


Axl did as he was told, taking Izzy's cock inch by inch, breathing through his nose, until his coarse pubic hairs 
tickled him in the nose and all he could breathe was the brunet's musky scent; it was driving him crazy, and 
his cock gave a weak twitch between his legs. 


He still had a hard time controlling his gag reflex, and saliva was dribbling down his chin, but it felt good to be 
praised by the brunet who carded his fingers through his hair, pulling at it lightly. Axl felt embarrassed, but 
Izzy seemed satisfied, panting his name; the guitarist nudged at him, the redhead let go of his cock with a wet 


POP: 


‘lm close, Billy" Izzy pulled him into a harsh kiss, biting at his chapped lips and making them bleed, Axl tasted 
the coppery taste and himself on the guitarists lips. Axl took him into his hands and started pumping until Izzy 
came groaning, his eyes rolled to the back of his head. 


Axl laid down next to his friend, his hand covered in semen, both were panting and half-naked, there on the 
smelly room of the motel, Axl tried to convince himself he wasn't gay, not after he had Izzy's cock inside his 


mouth, there was no doubt Axl wasn't queer, he preferred a pussy attached to long legs. 


"You want to do this again?" asked the brunet, looking at him with those stupid chestnut eyes. Axl glared at 
him but nodded, surprised by his answer. 


Axl Rose wasn't queer, just curious, that's all 


All the boy's they were sayin’ they were into it 
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Axl wanted to say it didn't happen again, but it continued for weeks that eventually turned into an entire 
month, and it was unlikely it would stop. The motel turned into their ‘special place where Izzy would kiss him 


deeply, making Axl's cock swell and cause his stomach to flutter. 


When they were out at a bar, they would sneak to the bathroom and hide inside a stall where the brunet 
would wrap his pinks lips around his dick, or they would dry hump each other in the living room when the boys 


were too drunk to see. 


It wouldn't take long for them to undress and jerk each other as if their lives depended on it. Axl could see the 
brunet tiring of simple hand jobs and blowing him in the alleyways after a gig. Izzy wanted to get more 


experimental with the redhead. 


One time, Izzy gently parted his ass cheeks and brushed his fingertips against his entrance. Axl moaned like no 
other time before; he felt his cheeks burn as his friend penetrate him with his experienced fingers; while he 
had his other hand wrapped around his cock, soon he found the right spot that had the redhead seeing stars. 


During one of their sessions, Izzy pulled him into a heated kiss, and Axl expected their usual hurried handjob 
since they were both too horny to undress and even formulate a coherent thought. The brunet turned him 
around and bent him over, parting his ass cheeks with those fucking calloused hands; it scared Axl shitless. He 


closed his eyes and prepared for the worse, expecting Izzy's cock in his hole. 


Instead, he felt something wet and warm teasing his entrance, Axl should be disgusted by what the guitarist 
was doing, but it was the least he had in his mind; his cheeks tinted red with shame. He regretted being in that 
damn motel with Izzy between his legs and that damn tongue prodding at his entrance. 


They haven't properly fucked; Izzy said he wasn't ready for that, at least not yet. Axl often fantasized about 
it, leaving him breathless. He thought about getting railed by Izzy's cock, and a part of him feared getting 
fucked in the ass. Some days, he would try to finger himself the same way the brunet would do it, failing 


miserably. 


"Nobody has to know about this, you hear me, Stradlin? No one," Axl pulled his jeans over his ass, glaring 
daggers at the brunet, Izzy had his back towards him as he redress. 


"Don't tell me you stil think you are straight; you're funny, Ax," Izzy smiled sarcastically. 


"Got a problem with that, Isbell?" the brunet shook his head. The smell of cum and sweat permeated in the air; 
Axl got in his face and glared with vitriol at his friend, his greenish eyes sparkling dangerously. 


They got a set of rules that had to be followed religiously, mostly because Axl was paranoid as fuck, they had 
to be discreet, not tell anyone, and the most important one: no romantic gestures, this meant, no kissing 


outside the motel room, no holding hands or being all lovey-dovey, they don't do that girly crap. 


Izzy didn't need to know why his friend was so adamant about it, and he was fine with it. He was the one who 
started all of this; he preened, knowing that he was Axt's first. 


Axl accepted that at the very least he was curious but absolutely not gay. 


"Hey, Ax, you're gonna do something later?" Axl was sitting on the couch, staring at the TV, Duff was beside 
him, channel surfing for some decent show. The brunet scratched the nape of his neck, biting his lips 
nervously. 


Erin wanted to go on a date. 


"No," answered the redhead, knowing too well he would probably regret it later. He tried not to smile too much 


and appear giddy. 
"Ok, cool, let's go somewhere." 


"Can | tag along? | could really use a drink" Duff turned to look at them, Axl froze and almost choked on his 
saliva. The guitarist coughed in the back of his hand. His eyes widened. 


"Actually, Duffers, | wanted to talk to Ax about some songs. | need help with the lyrics," Izzy mentally gave 


himself a pat on his back, Nice save, Stradlin 
Izzy gave them a thumbs up, not before wiggling his eyebrows at the redhead and grinning naughtily. Duff 
looked warily at the singer; he could see the faint blush on his translucent skin. The ginger rolled his eyes, 


huffing angrily at his friend. 


"What, giraffe, why are you looking at me like that?" Axl made a hand gesture and got up from the couch, 
facing his friend. 


"So you and Izzy," Duff cleared his throat, crossing his arms, the leather from the gloves he wore squeaked. 


"Me and Izzy what? Spit it out, McKagan" 


"Oh, you know, nothing, nothing at all" the blond smiled, amused, and got up; before Axl threw the coffee table 
filled with cigarette burns at him, Stevie had already fallen victim to that same table. 


"Screw you, McKagan" 


The distinctive smell of the motel room felt weirdly relaxing. Izzy tossed the keys on the table next to the six- 
pack of beer he bought; Axl found the half-smoked pack of cigarettes on the bedside table where he forgot 
them the last time. It both disgusted and amused him. 


Axl went to sit on the bed, suddenly feeling self-conscious. The neon sign from the strip club next door 
flickered constantly, bathing the room with fluorescent pink. 


"Don't sit on the bedspread is disgusting" the brunet stopped him, a loose hand around his wrist, and pulled the 
hideous floral pattern duvet from the bed, "I'm gonna fuck you tonight.” 


Izzy produced a small bottle of lube, waving it in front of the ginger's face; his tongue darted over his bottom 
lip in that attractive way of his, smirking, Axl's eyes widened, and he cringed. 


He undressed, untying the purple cotton scarves around his neck, took off the denim jacket, and tossed it on 
the ground. Axl stared at him. He oddly liked it when Izzy undress; it was like opening a present, he wouldn't 
admit it out loud, but his friend was fairly attractive. The brunet caught him staring, and Axl looked the other 


way, embarrassed. 


"Close your mouth, or you're gonna start drooling all over the carpet. What are you waiting for, darlin’? 
Undress." urged the guitarist, pulling his pants down, his half-hard cock sprung free, nestled between his dark, 


coarse pubic hair. 
"Someone's bossy tonight," Axl murmured, radiating anxious energy, his heart beating loudly behind his ears. 


"You want me to get bossy? | can manage that if you want" something dark crossed Izzy's features, and he 
smirked, he was by Axl's side, toying with the hem of his shirt, before pulling it over his head, "C'mon Ax, 


you're slow, and | want to fuck." 


Izzy huffed, annoyed. The redhead looked up at him with glassy, big green eyes, and the brunet thought he 
would burst into tears at any minute. With a reassuring hand on Axl's shoulder, he smiled at him, the redhead 


nodded. 


The brunet was the one who dragged him into the familiar bed, kissing him hungrily until they were a mess of 
intertwined limbs, rutting against each other like horny teenagers after discovering porn magazines. 


Izzy's hands were everywhere, pulling slightly at his hair and caressing his body, his erection prodding at his 
leg, their hips would buck, looking for some friction, Izzy's hand moved over his ass, a finger circling his rim, 
pulling sweet mewls from the back of Axl's throat. 


The singer let his friend flip him over his stomach and arrange him into all fours; Axl felt ashamed and so 
obscene with his ass in the air. Izzy climbed on top of him, feeling the head of his cock at his entrance, the 
ginger closed his eyes, Izzy kissed him between his shoulder blades, his neck trailing down his back, making him 
shiver against his wet, chapped lips. 


It was tender, affectionate even; Axl was never kissed like that before. He couldn't feel Izzy's lips anymore. 
Instead, he felt the tip of his hot tongue circling his rim gently and teasing his entrance, before dipping inside. 
The brunet's hands were firmly on his lithe hips, the ginger moaned, urging his friend to keep going. 


Axl soon was screaming at the top of his lungs; he definitely would wake up the other people sleeping in the 
motel. Something colder replaced Izzy's Tongue, and the first finger inside of him, the brunet growled as his 
deft fingers stretched his hole. It felt too fucking good; he got used to the guitarists fingers inside of him. 


Izzy inserted a second finger, and soon he found that same spot that had Axl panting and his dick drooling with 
precum. The redhead reached for his cock, but the brunet swatted his hand away. 


"Not yet, Billy, don't want you to spill in your hand like a virgin" Technically, Axl was a virgin in this situation 
Izzy reached for something in the nightstand, adding the third finger, Axl heard the sound of a plastic wrapper. 


The smaller man turned to look at Izzy as he rolled the condom on his aching erection, a quizzical expression 


on his face. Its not like he could get pregnant. Axl knows biology, he's not dumb. 


"Don't look at me like that, Ax. Is only for precaution; you don't know where I've been," Axl's green eyes flared 
with a mix of hurt and anger, jealous that he wasn't Izzy's first. 


Continuing thrusting his fingers, stretching him further, before Izzy coated his erection with lube and entered 
him slowly, gently, burying his cock to a hilt, Axl hissed but moaned. The brunet threw his head back, sighing, 
satistied. 


"You're so warm, Billy and so freakin’ tight" Izzy didn't move, enjoying the hot, delicious passageway of the 
redhead. His head spinning and he took a sharp intake of breath. 


Fuck, Axl never felt that full in his entire life; it hurt like a motherfucker, but; the pain was edging towards 
pleasure. It would hurt like a bitch for days; if this was what girls felt, he now understands why they loved it 


so much. Izzy moved slowly at first, finding a pace with every thrust of his hips. All lingering pain was totally 
replaced with an electric jolt every time the brunet nudged at that particular spot. 


"You're takin’ it like a champ, Ax, as if you were made for this" Izzy leaned and whispered in his ear, licking on 


the shell. 


'M-m-more, Izzy, please, damn, | can take it" Axl felt closer and closer to the edge. If he stretched his arm, 
he could grasp it; he needed to touch himself. 


He felt Izzy's fingers carding through his hair, pulling roughly. As he grunted, Axl's thighs were trembling with 
the exertion, they had to change position, with the redhead in the guitarists lap. Somehow Axl felt him deeper 
inside him, one hand sneaked towards his prick, and Izzy slapped it away, replacing it with his hand. 


Axl studied his face, the slight wrinkles around his mouth, his glistening, wet lips and the little, pleasurable 
noises escaping from his mouth, the way his eyebrows were knitted together, he was so hot; it made Axl feel 


butterflies in his belly and a flush to spread to his cheeks. 


"You like having my dick in your ass?" Izzy's dark hair plastered on his face, but he watched Axl with half- 
lidded eyes, hungry and depraved. 


Axl couldn't answer even if he wanted to; he pulled his friend into a harsh kiss, teeth clanking together, he 
moaned against the brunet's lips. Izzy pulled away, tilting his chin, he licked his neck, tasting the sweat between 
his lips. He bites his shoulder, and Axl came with a cry, thick ropes of cum coating the guitarist's hand. 


The brunet groaned, his pace faster, and came moaning. The redhead felt his cock throbbing inside even though 
he had the rubber wrapped around his cock; Izzy stayed inside until his shaft softened and pulled out. He tied a 
knot in the condom and tossed it in the trash can. 


Izzy felt exhausted, still panting, and he held Axl closer. The ginger froze at the arms sneaking around him; the 
brunet caressed his shoulders, arms, faint abs, and his stomach, causing goosebumps to appear on his skin 
The guitarist reached for the pack of smokes and lighted one; they laid in silence, passing the cigarette 
between them. 


"You've done this before" Axl wrapped the remaining blankets around himself, suddenly shivering now that he 


was coming down from his climax. It wasn't a question, and the redhead didn't know what answer to expect. 
"And, what about it?" Izzy shrugged and opened a can of the six-pack, foam bubbling on the rim. 
Axl furrowed his eyebrows and turned away, his back towards the brunet, Izzy chuckled lazily, taking a big 


gulp from the beer. He left the cigarette on the bedside table, not caring that a perfect ashtray rested beside 
it 


"| gotta admit, you look pretty hot when you're angry," the ginger glared at him over his shoulder. Izzy doesn't 
budge and beamed at his friend. 


"Duff almost fucks everything up" Axl immediately changed the subject, running a hand through his sticky, 
sweaty hair. 


"| wouldn't mind if he knows. You are the paranoid bitch that doesn't want to accept you like a nice thick cock" 


"Because I'm not gay, Stradlin," Axl fumed, his voice dripping hostility. He sat up in the bed, still covered with 
the white sheet, his eyes burned with anger, his face twisted with disgust. 


"You say that, but a few minutes ago, you had my cock in your ass and moaning like the biggest whore in the 
Strip" Izzy rubbed the bridge of his nose exasperated, this was one touchy subject he knew couldn't be talked 
about with Axl. 


Axl got out of the bed and grabbed his clothes, Izzy put a hand on his shoulder, trying to defuse the situation 
before it escalated quickly and things could end up a whole lot worse. The redhead pushed his hand away, his 
jaw tight, and his fists clenched at his sides. 

"Ax." Izzy pleaded, god he felt like a moron, begging this asshole who obviously didn't want to see the truth. 
"Don't fuckin’ touch me. It's not my fault you are a damn faggot that likes to take it in the ass!" Axl spouted 
angrily, swatting his hand away, Izzy froze, and the redhead saw his chestnut eyes flickered with hurt, and the 


singer immediately regretted the words he used. 


"You don't know shit about me, Rose." Izzy shook his head and redress in silence. His face was a blank 


expression; it was unsettling. The brunet was out of the room without glancing back at the redhead. 


Axl was left in the cold room, half-naked and feeling like the biggest asshole on the planet. 


ve got a boy crush, hate to admit it but, ain't slowing 
down 
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The point is, whatever thing they've got going on was over, Izzy stopped speaking to him. He separated himself 
from the scene, a coward move if you ask Axl. But he had every right to be offended; this meant no jokes, no 
taunts, no more naughty glances from across the room, and no sexual innuendos when they were alone, acting 


like strangers as if nothing happened at all in the first place. 


Opting for speaking to him for necessary things during rehearsals, and when writing a song together pretending 
nothing happened so no one would suspect a thing. He still cared enough to keep the secret, hell, he was killing 


Axl with kindness, 


What hurts the most was that their secret meetings in the motel stopped, and Axl still expected to be pulled 
into a fierce kiss that would leave him breathless and hard, or hide in a bathroom stall and be fucked 
senseless until his legs felt wobbly and Izzy has to support his weight. 


And that left Axl very frustrated More often than not, he would wake up with an erection that wouldn't go 
away no matter how much he tossed and turned. He reached for one magazine under his mattress, a hand 
wrapped around his prick, underneath the loose boxer briefs he wore to sleep, while with the other flipped 
through the pages. 


A particular model caught his attention, a pretty brunette lady, with her jet-black lustrous hair and her 
sensuous lips painted ruby red, bent over a table, her chestnut eyes half-lidded while getting rammed by a 
buff dude. 


The singer stroked his cock slowly, his eyes locked on the brunette's bosom, but his gaze wandered to the guy. 
A handsome, muscled dude with a fairly thick dick. Axl closed his eyes, letting his imagination run rampant. 


All he could think about were Izzy's hands on his heated skin, caressing him, his lips over his, kissing him the 
way he only knew, his mellow voice whispering dirty things in his ear, his hard dick buried deep inside his ass; 
Axl kept pumping his prick, getting closer and closer to the edge. 


He came with the image of the brunet on top of him, kissing him delicately. Axl wiped his hand on the 


bedspread, perplexed that he fucking thought about Izzy Stradlin while jerking off, coming off his climax; the 
redhead felt disgusted and oddly relieved. 


He still wanted Izzy so bad. 


In the early morning, he found Slash sitting alone at the little dining table, shoving a mouthful of cereal that he 
downed with a shot of whiskey, breakfast of the champs. He grabbed a cup of stale coffee from the machine. 
That shit always made a buzzing noise that scared the crap out of the redhead. 


Axl planned to go back to his room and keep sleeping, but he couldn't ignore the purple bruise on Slash's right 
eye. It was a nasty splotch of dark purple on his sun-kissed skin, he stared at him with his eyebrow arched. 


"Jesus, Slasher, what happened to you?" the cup was warm against his hands. Slash swallowed his concoction of 


cereal and whiskey. 

"Why don't you ask your boyfriend, Ax?" Slash stated as if it was the most normal thing in the world. 

Ask your boytriend 

Ask your boyfriend. 

Ask your boyfriend 

The redhead's blood ran cold, he tightened his grip on the mug, preventing it from sliding off his hands, the 
words echoed through his mind, his heart thumped loudly inside his ribs, an alarm went off in his head, blaring 
loudly, what if Izzy told everyone what they did now that things were over. 

Slash didn't say anything else, and Axl went back to his room, tucking himself back into the bed. Izzy couldn't 
be that callous and tell people of his sexual adventures, right? And if he did, Axl was in deep shit for it. Filling 
his thoughts with a bunch of made-up scenarios where his bandmates would see him differently. 

They would rip his image to shreds. He is Axl Rose, singer of the hottest band in the whole Sunset Strip; he 


couldn't walk around with a fucking arrow in his back that said ‘I'm a faggot, | like to suck dick’ he cringed, and 
although his eyes were closing, Axl couldn't sleep. 


A knock on his door disturbs his lackluster nap; it's Slash peaking his black ringlets inside the room. He looks 
concerned but still manages a weak smile. The guitarists sat down next to the cocoon of blankets Axl wrapped 


himself into and turned into a sentient burrito, the bed dipping with his weight. 


Making the blankets aside, Axl's glaring at him with glassy eyes and a stuffy nose. The ginger can put up a 
hard exterior. But Slash's getting better at deciphering his demeanor and moods, especially when Izzy and he 
apparently are fighting, and the brunet is the only one to get him off the deep end. 


"You ok?" Slash asks gently, his voice low, all shy, something different from the beast on stage, "You've been 


quiet for a while. The boys are worried." 


"Yeah, not feelin’ like myself lately, that's all," the redhead lies, shrugging his shoulders, wishing that Slash 
would leave satisfied. He appreciates the concern, but he can't tell him the truth. 


"Listen, Ax.. | know you and Izzy are not on good terms, and | don't know what's going on between the two of 
you, but that doesn't mean he doesn't care about you, give him time, and If you wanna tell me something, l'm 


here to listen to you, always." 


What do you want me fo fell you, Slasher? That ve been having sex with lzzy for the past month, and he just 
dumped me, that | don't know how the fuck | feel about the bastard, that every day | feel like Im losin' myself and 
Ím feeling Ike Im fuckin’ crazy. 


Axl doesn't tell him that; he pursed his lip, doing his best to stop the tears. He can feel them coming, hot, 
stingy and making his vision blurry, Slash might not know Axl as good as Izzy, but he could smell a lie a 
thousand miles away, he didn't believe the redhead for a second, but he didn't have the strength to argue with 
his friend. 


Instead, Slash offered him a smile and a squeeze on his thigh, before leaving, he glanced back at the singer. 


"We're going out later today; you're welcome if you want to come. It's just me, Popcorn, Duffles, Izzy, and his 


date, a dude he met while dealing, | think" 


It was inevitable, Izzy had a date, the redhead's world finished shattering; not only was Izzy going out on a 
date, but he's going out with a guy, a dude that wasn't Axl. 


Screaming into his pillow as soon as Slash left, Axl couldn't understand why he felt weirdly jealous of his friend 
going out with anyone. He has all the right; they weren't exclusive, and things between them were over, so Izzy 
could go out with whatever dude or girl he wanted, Axl shouldn't care in the slightest, but he fucking cares 


Some of his anxiety dissipates, but the sour taste in his mouth persists. The sun is setting, and Axl's anxiety 
keeps rising; he wants Izzy to speak to him, stay in the house so they could order pizza and watch crappy 


movies or anything, the redhead is cruel enough to wish for his date to fail, so Axl could console him and 


spend the rest of the night with him. 


It was all Axl's fault; he fucked up badly and now was facing the consequences of his actions; he didn't care 
about the secret meetings anymore. The redhead just wanted his friend back; he drifted back to sleep, 
dreaming of Izzy kissing some faceless man the way he would Axl, his body intertwined with someone else, the 


jealousy bubbling in the pit of his stomach, threatening to claw at his insides. 


Maybe he took his new boy to the same motel room, lay him in the smelly bed, strip him down to his bare 
ass like Ax used to have. Maybe it was the redhead being petty, but Izzy would never find a good fuck like 


him, inexperienced as he was. 


It's a little after three in the morning when Izzy returns home. He stumbles through the living room, feeling 
nauseated and dizzy, closing his eyes for a minute, putting a hand over his mouth when the little contents of 
his stomach threaten to make a comeback. He makes his way upstairs, slamming the busted door of the john. 


Axl is the culprit of why it's broken 


With his clothes soaking wet, clinging to his body, while his nose bleeds profusely, staining his white t-shirt. 
Izzy stares at his reflection in the mirror, an angry reddish-blue bruise on his cheekbone and a split lip, still 
swollen from the forced make-out session with the dude in the alleyway; he's shaking and shivering, his eyes 
red and pupils dilated. His first date in a while and, everything already went wrong. 


Although at first, he was quite attractive but not as attractive as Axl, let alone sexy, the brunet didn't felt 
butterflies when he's with him, not even when he's a little tipsy and giggling at everything, fucker had to hit 
him because Izzy refused to blow him, he feels pathetic and ashamed, he's better than that, can take care of 
himself, god he's acting like a scared little boy. 


Turning the faucet on, he splashes water on his face, swirling with his blood, turning it pink, someone's staring 
at him from the door's frame, it's Axl, his hair in complete disarray, his torso exposed and just wearing the 


soft, loose boxers. 
"What happened to you?" his deep voice echoed through the walls; it sounds deeper. 


"Go back to sleep, Billy" Izzy's voice is hoarse. Axl's heart beats loudly inside his chest. It's the first time in 
weeks that Izzy talks to him; he's giddy that at least his friend is speaking to him. 


Axl walks towards him, yawning on the back of his hand, urging Izzy to take a seat on the closed toilet lid. He 
grabs rubbing alcohol and a cotton ball, drenching it with the cold liquid, he dabs it in the gash on his 
cheekbone; the brunet winced and bites his bottom lip, there's a cut on the bridge of his nose, where the 
dude's rings contacted with his soft skin 


"What happened to you?" insisted Axl; the singer's hand starts shaking with bottled anger, his voice falters, all 
jealousy replaced by anger. Nobody hurts his friend. 


"Nothin’, Bill, | fought with someone," Izzy does a hand gesture, his head hanging low between his shoulders. 
"Some random dude, or was it your date?" Axl arched an eyebrow, his face remained stoic, looking at Izzy for 
answers; the brunet shook his head, ready to bolt out of the bathroom and back to the streets again. It 
wouldn't be the first time he had to sleep under a bridge. 


"That is none of your business, Axl. What are you even doin’ awake?" Izzy furrowed his brows. The redhead 


grabbed some toilet paper, folding it and putting it over his nose, adding pressure to it, pinching slightly. 


"You're the one slammin' doors. You don't let me sleep," grumbled the singer, tilting Izzy's head backward, "And 


‘cus | wanted to see you.” 


"Even after what happened?" Izzy's voice was low and timid, a little nasally with the way the redhead pinched 
his nose, still shocked from the fight and what came out of Axl's mouth. 


"Even after that day." Axl threw the toilet paper stained crimson in the trashcan. He scratched the nape of his 


neck, unsure of what to do next; should he apologize now, or would it come out as disingenuous? 


Outside, it started raining, the pit patter of the droplets heavy on the roof over their heads. Izzy cleared his 
throat, face still throbbing, but at least his nose stopped bleeding. 


"Can we talk about it?" the brunet's voice came out croaky, suddenly feeling exhausted, and always the mature 


one. 


| really don't wanna," Axl laughed anxiously, looks down at his bare feet. How could he be barefoot when the 


floor was dirty as fuck; Izzy rolled his eyes, getting up. 


I'm not gonna apologize, Izzy, not gonna lie to you and tell you it won't happen again because you know damn 


well it would happen again, | fucked it up, big time." 
"Are you threatening me, Rose?" 


‘I'm not threatening you, Izzy, but | know myself better than anyone else, what I'm capable of doing," Axl 
turned around, his back towards the brunet. 


"You talk as if | hadn't been dealing with your bullshit over the last IO years," Izzy turned him around, pushing 
him forcefully into the cold tile, making sure that the redhead listens to everything he had to say. 


"You wanna fight, Isbell? Is that what you want to do?" Axl flares his nostrils, breathing heavily. 


Axl tightened his jaw and slightly furrowing his brows, he pushed Izzy back, his orange hair falling in his face, 
he pinned Izzy in the sink, their faces so close by only an inch, green eyes glanced at the brunet's lips, staring 


longingly. 


"Punch me, Axl, if that's gonna make you feel better about yourself, if that's gonna make you feel more like a 


man, punching a disgusting faggot," Izzy spouted with vitriol, using the same words Axl said against him. 


Pulling Izzy close by the lapels of his white shirt, he kissed him hard; there was nothing tender or caring about 
that kiss, fueled by pure spite and days of pent up anger, tongues battling for dominance, teeth breaking the 
skin, clanking together. Izzy sneaked his hands towards the ginger's hips, digging his fingernails in the prominent 


bones. 
"Is that the best you have?" Izzy's split lip started bleeding, tasting the copper inside his mouth. 


Taking the upper hand, Axl pushed him into the wall, ripping his t-shirt open, the redhead started by kissing at 
his neck, his teeth grazing the pale expanse, Izzy cupped his ass, squeezing lightly, making him moan, the 


brunet smirked. 


Both stumbled out of the bathroom and into Axl's room, leaving a trail of clothes behind, not caring if later in 
the morning the boys find it. Bumping into the walls, unable to keep their hands off each other, undressing 
urgently, and once they're stark naked, Izzy picks the redhead and tosses it into the bed, huffing, even as 


malnourished and skinny as he is, he's still heavy. 


Izzy climbed on top of him, taking both of their cocks in his hand, rubbing them together; the singer shivers 
and closes his eyes, throwing his head back, red hair splayed in the yellowish pillow. The moan got trapped in 
his throat. 


"Oh, you've missed my cock, haven't you? I've barely Touched you and you're already moaning like a whore," 


Izzy gave him that boyish smirk, the one that made him ten times more attractive. 


Axl couldn't answer him, the nights of jerking off alone in the middle of the night still fresh in his memory. A 
single whimper escaped from between his lips as Izzy continued to nibble on his neck, kissing him between the 
collarbones and licked his nipples; until they were hard and swollen, taking his hard, leaking cock into his mouth. 


God how many lonely nights Axl fantasized about those same lips wrapped around his cock; he was bucking into 
his hips, letting the lust overcome him. One of Izzy's slender fingers sneaked towards his hole, circling gently. 
The redhead could only let out desperate, needy cries. 


"You like it, sweet rose, huh?" Izzy let go of his cock with a wet pop, saliva dribbling down from the corner of 
his lip. His fingers massaging his entrance, he flipped him onto his stomach, Axl's strong legs wrapped around 
his waist. 


"You're practically begging for it, aren't you, slut?" continued the brunet. Three of his fingers were inside, 


opening him. 


"Please..Izzy, just fuck me," Axl groaned. He couldn't believe he was begging for it, just like the fucking whore 
he was. 


"You beg so beautifully, Ax" Izzy reached for the condoms he had on the nightstand and the bottle of lube, 


sliding the condom on his cock, putting a dollop of lube on his fingers. 


Axl grabbed his friend by the heavy necklace, pulling him closer, one hand on his cock, never breaking contact 


with Izzy's chestnut eyes, sliding his dick slowly deep inside himself. 


"God, Izzy, shut up and fuck me," Izzy's lips caught him in a harsh kiss, the redhead pulled at his hair, fingers 
leaving indents on pale skin, bruises forming under their touch, each thrust of his hips, harder and brutal than 


the last one. 


The singer wanted to dominate the hell out of Izzy, to clarify that he was the one in charge, that he hadn't 
won this argument, kiss him until his lips bleed, and wipe out that cocky smirk from his face. Somehow he 


wanted the guitarist and all he represented; all he could give him. 


Blunt nails scratched Izzy's back, leaving red, angry track marks on his porcelain skin. The brunet whimpered, 
Axl pushed him into the mattress, getting on top of his friend, riding his cock, Izzy's eyes widened, but it soon 
replaced it with a naughty glint. 


Izzy's hands were all over his body, on his throat adding a light pressure, caressing his thighs, the quivering 
muscles on his stomach and his cock. Axl loved his hands and what they could do, not only on his guitar. 


"You look good bouncin' on my cock, Angel.” 


"You..fuck, you don't look that bad yourself, Stradlin" Axl's cheeks were tinted red. He wanted to tell Izzy 
something different, that he was beautiful as fuck underneath him, watching every twitch on his face. 


"Aren't you my little slut, Axl?" the redhead couldn't kid himself, he fucking loved it, "Touch yourself, sweet 


rose, | wanna see you come." 


Axl had a hand on his cock, arching his back and his toes curling; Izzy took him by the hips, quickening his pace, 
thrusting harder, deeper. The sound of skin slapping against skin is loud. They would wake up the entire city of 
Los Angeles. 


"Christ, Axl, l'm close" the redhead was panting above, his head thrown back, wild, long red hair clinging to his 
sweaty forehead. Soon the ginger was coming hard; he didn't remember the last time he had a good orgasm. 


He screamed Izzy's name. 


Breathing heavily, the ginger fell beside him, sticky with sweat and the cooling semen on his belly. Izzy turned 
to look at him, looking as disheveled as Axl. 


"We should fight more often," panted the brunet. His friend glared at him under his straight bangs, "Or maybe 


not." 


"| shouldn't have said that you were a disgusting faggot, ‘cus you're not," Axl cleared his throat, looking at his 
friend. Izzy smiled sadly. 


‘Its also my fault, Bill, | shouldn't have pushed you to accept something you're not ready for. So, we both 
fucked up," Izzy shrugged, feeling antsy, craving a cigarette, he offered his hand to the redhead, "Can we bury 
the hatchet?" 


Axl shook his hand; it satisfied Izzy. That was the closest apology he could get from the redhead. Finally, he 


reached for a cigarette, taking a pensive drag. 
The ginger watched his chest rise and fall rhythmically, lungs filling with smoke; he was distracted by how his 
pale body glistened with the moonlight, the unusual color of his eyes, how sometimes they look greyish brown 


or even blue, his crooked nose and the slight stubble on his chin. 


Izzy was undeniably beautiful, he hates to admit it. But wouldn't do it out loud, the brunet caught him staring, 
and Axl grabbed the cigarette from between his fingers. 


"Are you gonna tell me what happened with your date?" Izzy felt a punch to the gut. He completely forgot 
about the shit show of a date he had. 


"Nothing that matters, dude was just a douche." 
"Remember when | used to sneak through your window? When Stephen beat me, you were always the one 
patching me up, no matter how late it was, you did it, you never asked questions, but now, who takes care of 


you?" 


Izzy faced him. His big, chestnut eyes bore into him, the cherry of the cigarette sparkling in the dark. The 


brunet tried to smile. 
lm a big boy, Rosie, can take care of myself" 


"Trust me, Stradlin, m well aware that you're a big boy, no doubt about it," Izzy almost choked on his saliva, 


coughing a little, "I'm talking seriously, Jeff, someone's gotta take care of you." 


"And thats you. You're gonna take care of me?" Izzy put out the cigarette in an empty coffee cup on the 
nightstand. He got up, gathering his clothes. 


"Where are you going?" Axl almost grabbed him by the wrist, don’t go. 

"I've been sleeping on Vicky's couch, so | won't bother you." 

"This is your house too" stay with me, dont leave, Izzy hesitated, biting his bottom lip. 

"I thought the lovey-dovey shit was forbidden, remember? Golden rule." 

"Just fuckin’ stay, Stradlin" / want you to stay with me. 

Of course, Axl didn't tell him any of that, reserving that only for his inner monologue. Izzy dropped his clothes; 
he looked at Axl, his face was blank, but his piercing greenish eyes were sad, vacant, the brunet expected the 
redhead to laugh in his face and kick him out. 

"You want me to stay, like, really, really?" Izzy did a hand gesture, arching a brow skeptically. 

"Yes, Stradlin, | want you to stay. Here. With me. In the same bed," Axl enunciated slowly, rolling his eyes. 

Izzy crawled under the covers, lying beside his friend, the ginger froze for a minute, stiff as a board, the 
guitarist fell asleep immediately, Axl watched the brunet sleep, one thing it was sure, he didn't know Izzy 
Stradlin; he remembered the kid who skated with his brother back in Indiana, the tall, lanky boy who coaxed 
him to sing in his shitty band. 

Making a black lock of wavy hair aside, Axl traced the deep purple bruise on his cheek with ghostly fingers. He 


wanted to know who this man lying beside him was, meet again this new Izzy Stradlin. Axl concluded that he 


was starting to like him.. 


You got that somethin’, | got me an appetite 
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Next to Izzy, the bed is empty; he woke up alone, Axl just left him, like his dad and everybody else in his life. 
The stench of sex still lingered in the room. His thighs ached, and he touched the raw scrape on his cheek. He 
sighs; Izzy got out of bed and grabbed the little plastic pouch from under the mattress, where he kept it 
hidden from Steven and Slash. Shaking his head and arranging a line of coke, he sniffs it, wiping his nose. 


Taking the nearest pair of sweatpants from the floor, they're a little loose around his waist. As soon as the 
brunet opened the door, he could smell something burning downstairs. Walking towards the kitchen, it smells 


stronger, mixed with something sweeter like maple syrup. 


The entire house smells like a damn Denny's; Izzy peeks his head into the kitchen, in the little table, there's a 
towering stack of pancakes, Axl is in front of the stove, wearing nothing but Izzy's baggy white t-shirt and his 


boxers. 


He's singing softly to T. Rex, and even when he's not even trying, his voice still sounds angelic, the redhead 
sways his hips a little, Izzy has to admit it's enticing; he can't look away from the scene, the sun shining in his 
wild, messy hair; he feels butterflies flapping its wings in his stomach. 


I's too domestic. He pushed away the thought of splaying the redhead on the counter, his legs wrapped around 
his waist, kissing him. The sizzling bacon in the pan is enough to distract him; Axl left the spatula aside, taking 
a sip from his chipped coffee mug. 


Izzy was tempted to hug him from behind, wrap his arms around, and surprise him with a kiss on the cheek; 
his own train of thought, which was way too romantic, surprised the brunet, even for him. He just cleared his 


throat, catching the redhead's attention. 


"You made breakfast" for a moment, Izzy thought he was still sleeping, dreaming even, he didn't even know 
they had the money for pancakes, let alone bacon and eggs. Axl finally turned around, beaming at him, the 
apples of his cheeks tinted red 


"Yeah, | went grocery shopping, it's what normal people do, have breakfast in the morning,” Axl arched an 


eyebrow quizzically, not understanding where Izzy was coming from, "Good mornin’ to you too, Stradlin" 


Axl made a face and went back to his cooking; he already burned the firsts batch of pancakes and had to 
throw them out. He doesn't need to fuck this up again, feeling like a little kid cooking for his parents for the 
first time. Izzy sits down in front of the table. There's even off-brand orange juice. 


"Aren't romantic gestures forbidden?" the smell of the pancakes in front of him was too mouthwatering; he 
couldn't remember the last time any of them had a full breakfast like that, something that didn't consist of 


sugary coffee, stolen cereal, or toast. 


"lts just breakfast, Jeff, don't make this a big deal," Axl put a separate plate in front of his friend, the 
redhead rolled his eyes, scoffing, Izzy takes a first bite of the pancake, waiting for them to be raw or burnt, 
but they're actually good, gooey, warm, and sweet they even have chocolate chips. 


‘Or you're just tryin’ to win me over with pancakes, Rosie?" 
"Shut up and eat your breakfast" 


"Oh, I'm thinkin’ on eating something else," Izzy wiggled his eyebrows salaciously; he reached for the last bacon 
strip on his plate, Axl snatched it first, their hands brushing against each other, the brunet felt an electric 
spark, "That's mine, it's on my plate." 


Axl grinned, a naughty glint in his eyes, before sprinting out of the kitchen, away from Izzy. The brunet shook 
his head and went after him; he was using the couch as a shield, smiling like the cat that got the cream, Izzy 
tried to catch him, but the ginger moved in the other direction, the bastard still had the strip of bacon on his 
hand, and he shoved it in his mouth. 


Izzy jumped over the couch and pushed him playfully into the ground, both falling with a thud. The singer let 
out a laugh before the brunet kissed him wantonly. The guitarist tasted like sweet coffee and sticky syrup. 


Axl's hands interlocked around his neck in a well-practiced embrace that left them hard and panting, pulling him 
closer, until all he could breathe was Izzy, feeling drunk on his scent, the singer didn't hesitate when his hands 
caressed Izzy's ass, and the brunet teased his nipples under the baggy shirt. 


They were getting too familiar with each other's body, knew damn too well where to touch, tease until their 
knees wobble and all the noise that came out of their mouths were needy moans, like real /overs do, Axl 


fumbled with the loose sweatpants Izzy was tenting, urging him to get up; the redhead dropped to his knees. 


The brunet was on his feet within seconds, Axl devoured him, teasing the tip and the vein on the underside of 
his cock, listening carefully for the moans that escaped from Izzy's lips, the ginger was taking his length deep 
into his mouth, groaning when the brunet massaged his scalp and pulled at his hair. 


"You're getting good at this, Ax, way too good." / can't let anyone else have you like ths, it's left unsaid, but Izzy 
fucks his mouth slowly. 


1 had the best teacher’ Axl wanted to say, but all he could manage to do was moan around his friend's cock, 
sending vibrations through his shaft, Izzy bucks his hips, fucking the redhead's throat, making him gag, the tip 
of his prick hit the back of his throat, saliva dribbled down from his chin, a hand firmly on his red hair. 


"I'm close, Angel, fuck" 


Axl took that as his cue and let go of Izzy's cock with a loud pop, the brunet keeps stroking his prick, little 
drops of precome gathered at the tip, the redhead looked at them transfixed, so inviting, he pressed his 
fingertips on the slit, gathering the drops, licking his fingers, Izzy can see his little pink tongue peeking between 
his lips. 


The singer took him brunet back on his mouth, almost gagging, lapping at his cock the way Izzy taught him, 
wanting more, to faste him. 


"God, Axi" 


The first rope of cum landed on the back of his throat; it was thick, tasted bittersweet and a little salty, 
addicting, all at the same time, slurping his cock, Axl got up, his lips swollen, he kissed the brunet, still coming 


down from his climax, tasting himself. If this is how his mornings would be, he couldn't complain. 


"He was bisexual," spoke Izzy, still panting. Axl tilted his head to the right, completely clueless of what Izzy was 
saying, resembling a confused puppy, "Marc Bolan, he was bisexual, just like me, he had a wife even though he 
was attracted to Bowie." 


The brunet pulled his sweatpants up and tied the drawstring. They still clung low on his hips, using Axl's idols 
to educate him on the different sexual orientations that existed seemed appropriate; the word bisexual stayed 
in Axl's mind. He had a bunch of questions. 


But it would have to wait. Upstairs they heard a door open; soon, the boys made their way down, Izzy and Axl 
returned to the table as if a minute ago the redhead didn't have his cock inside his mouth; Stevie's eyes were 
practically glowing with excitement when he saw the stack of pancakes, Duff looked between the two of them, 
squinting his eyes a little. 


Its not fair!" whined the smaller blond, pouting a little, "Izzy has chocolate chips in his pancakes." 


Duff totally noticed how Axl tried to hide his blush behind his coffee mug and how Izzy smiled shyly, fuckers 
were even playing footsie under the table, he didn't know who they tried to fool, but the bassist wasn't falling 
for that shit. 


Noticing the way Slash rolled his eyes and scoffed unamused when his eyes landed on Izzy's busted face, Axl 
raised an eyebrow and crossed his arms. Something smelled rotten here, and the redhead didn't like where his 


thoughts were going. 


For the rest of the day, they spend it in their room, listening to classic rock coming from the little radio, 
dancing like idiots, passing over a cheap bottle of booze, smoking stale cigarettes, getting high, and making out 
as if their lives depended on it. It reminds Axl of those sinfully humid days back in Lafayette where they would 
spend the summer break in Izzy's house listening to his collection of vinyl's and drinking stolen beer, pretending 


their lives didn't suck. 


Axl forgot how much he enjoyed Izzy's company. He was smart, had this mysterious aura around him that 
just pulled you like a magnet, he was the coolest thing he ever met, and the bastard wasn't even trying; it 
came naturally to him, pretending to be someone else wasn't his style. The brunet's lips wrapped around the 


bottle finishing the last drops; the singer took it from his hands and placed it on the floor. 


"| wanna play a game," Axl smiled drunkenly, his cheeks a lovely shade of pink, inhibitions out of the window. He 


spins the bottle, and Izzy chuckled 


"We need more people for that, Ax, and that is a game for dumb teenagers." Axl rolled his eyes. He still 
remembers that party fondly. And they were indeed horny teenagers that couldn't keep their hands off each 


other after learning what sex was. 


"Well then, truth or dare," the singer pointed at the bottom and tip of the bottle respectively, he spins the 
bottle, the bottom lands on Izzy, truth, "Your date, was it Slash?" 


The redhead burps, feeling a little dizzy, he's been pondering on the idea, putting two and two together the 
whole afternoon, how Slash also had a nasty bruise in his cheek earlier that morning, the lies, jealousy even, 


ask your boyfriend, Izzy widened his eyes, running a hand through his black hair, it's a little greasy. 


"Don't know what you're talkin’ about," Izzy denied, hoping Axl dropped the subject and move on, but his..friend? 


well, friend-turned-lover, scrunched his cute nose and knitted his eyebrows together. 


"Bullshit, Stradlin, Slash was your date, yes or no?" Axl raised his voice slightly. It made the brunet flinch; / 
know myself better than anyone else, what Im capable of doing What if Axl hits him just like Slash did? 


"lts complicated, we.. we messed around before, Remember that apartment in upper Sunset? well, we had that 
black tar heroin, and one thing led to another, and y'know. But last night, he was drunk What a surprise, a little 
demanding, wanted me to blow him, and | accepted, like a resentful bitch. Because we were fighting and a guy 


has his needs, the fucker got violent, | tried to get away from him, and he fucking deck me." 


The brunet sighed tiredly, rubbing at his eyes. He glanced at the singer; he had a sneer on his attractive face, 
he flared his nostrils. Izzy didn't want to tell his friend, make this problem bigger than what it really was. 
Probably he was sweeping the severity of the situation under the rug. 


"But what about the bruise you gave him?" 


"That's what he gets for taking my shit," Izzy didn't elaborate more on that, leaving it like that, Axl already 


knew what he was referring to. 


"You deserve someone better," was all Axl added to the conversation, "You're a hell of a good guy, the best 


guy | ever meet." 


"Someone like you?" the guitarist inquired, Axl sneaked his hand towards Izzy's, fingertips barely brushing the 
skin The guitarist looked at him with his eyebrows knitted together. Who was this man in front of him, and 
what did he do to Axl Rose? 


Axl loved his hands; they were bigger than his by a smidge, how his right was slightly rougher with the way 
he would hold the fretboard of his guitar; he wanted to hold it close to his cheek, feel its warmth and weight, 
the cold of the heavy rings in his fingers, take it between his own hand, kiss his palm and knuckles, just like 


lovers would do, intertwine their fingers, feel the rough callouses. 


"| like your hands," Axl held his hand and traced the lines of his palm, staring at every crease, every vein, 


"How they feel, and what they can do." 


lzzy brings the singer's hand closer to his lips, kissing the inside of his wrist, his eyes fixed on the redhead, a 
faint blush crept up to Axl's cheeks, burning like a tomato, no girl looked at him the way Izzy did. 


"And what can my hands do?" Izzy's voice was husky, low, the kind of tone that had heat pooling in Axl's belly 
and his blood to run straight to his prick. The brunet leaned, kissing him tenderly, biting at his bottom full lip, 
the singer laid down on the ground with his friend climbing on top of him. 


Carefully, the brunet undressed him slowly, taking his time. It wasn't urgent like before, desperate to get their 
clothes off and fuck; Izzy wanted to savor every inch of exposed skin, the freckles dotting his shoulders, his 
hairless, soft chest, the faint happy trail that leads to his crotch, by the time he reached for Axl's pants, he 


was already hard, his erection straining against the zipper of his jeans. 


Izzy has him at his mercy, naked and vulnerable underneath his weight, the look on the brunet's face, so 
alluring and mesmerizing. How he licked his lips, and his breath hitched when he pulled Axl's pants down, the 
way his hands caressed his body. 


Gently sliding through his smooth thighs, feeling tingles along with Izzy's touch, tracing the faint abs and his 
prominent ribs, pulling slightly at his nipple ring, with a feather-like touch, he brushed his twitching cock 


The singer closed his eyes, feeling Izzy's lips above his heart, where it pounds fast nervously. He kissed him 
gingerly, with a softness Axl didn't know he could possess. Izzy's lips traced him from head to toe until every 
inch of his milky skin was left explored; he bites the redhead's sensitive nipples. One of his coarse hands crept 
towards his erection, wrapping those sinful hands around it, stroking it agonizingly slowly. 


Tracing Axl's lips with the pad of his finger, Izzy ordered him to suck on his digits before brushing his 
entrance with slick fingers. He circled his rim, those deft movements hitting the right spot. The redhead saw 
stars behind his eyes; the brunet quickened his pace, enjoying every mewl that came out from the back of 
Axl's throat, his climax approaching faster. 


Axl pulled him close by the beads of the heavy necklace Izzy wore religiously, their sweaty foreheads touching, 
the brunet's crooked nose poking him. The singer caught his lips in a deep kiss, his slender fingers raking 


through greasy black curls. It was almost as if they were making love, getting to know each other again. 


The redhead never came so hard in all his life, shaking with the aftershocks of a good orgasm; the guitarist 
held him close to his chest, sliding his fingers out, his hole gaping a little, the smaller man whined, feeling 


oversensitive. 


"So damn beautiful," murmured the ginger; Izzy almost didn't hear him. He wasn't sure it was meant to be 


heard. Axl placed a gentle kiss on his neck. He felt his rough, chapped lips over his soft skin 


The music emanating over the radio and the sound of Izzy breathing beside him were lulling him to sleep. Axl 
glanced at his friend with sleepy, droopy eyes, some strange adoration sparkled in his greenish-blue orbs; the 
redhead caressed his hair. 


"You're beautiful, and that's why you deserve someone better, not someone like me or Slash. Let me take care 
of you.." whispered the singer, his voice low, dragging the words. Izzy smiled sadly at him before Axl finally fell 


asleep. 


"But what if | want you to be that someone better," the words left Izzy's mouth before he could stop them, 
his voice equally slow and slurred as Axl, drunk with sleep. The ginger didn't say anything, sleeping peacefully 
with his parted lips, his chest rising and falling rhythmically, the brunet held him close and lapse into a blissful 


sleep. 


There's drool on his cheek, his crimson hair glued against his forehead, Izzy is behind him like a hot blanket 
wrapped over his body, bare, sticky skin against him, their legs tangled together. Axl turns around, the 
guitarist is still snoozing peacefully, the redhead leans and pecks him, it might not be the best decision, but it's 
just a chaste kiss. 


Izzy looks terribly young and even innocent when he sleeps, and he is, but years on the streets haven't been 
all that gentle on him; the lines around the corners of his mouth aren't so prominent, the frown between his 
eyebrows, the one that makes him look older and annoyed, is gone. God, he's such a creep, thought Axl, watching 
his friend sleep. 

But, he's so damn beautiful.. 

The brunet stirs, yawning without covering his mouth, tucking himself closer to Axl, pressing a kiss on his 
exposed shoulder. The singer already feels intoxicated just by his Touch, all this it's relatively domestic, and 
although they're a little sweaty, it feels good. 


"What time is it?" Izzy yawns again, loud and wide. He brushes the sleep from his eyes; his voice is slurred, 


still sleepy. 


Its early, perhaps like eight," its unusual for them to be awake at this hour. Regularly, their day starts well 


past noon, well, everyone in the band forms coherent thoughts after 12. 
"We should hang out," Axl stated casually, stealing glances at the brunet. 


"We just spent the last 24 hours together, Ax," Izzy chuckled and reached for a cigarette. The lighter made a 
hissing sound. 


"You know what | mean, Stradlin, I'm talkin’ about going out, see a movie or whatever you like," the redhead 


made a vague hand gesture, pursing his lips. 


"Careful, Axl, that almost sounds like a date," the guitarist cocked an eyebrow; the bastard blew the smoke in 
his face. 


"Because it might be-" Izzy closed his eyes. Axl shook him gently. 


"Wait, I'm thanking’ God right now," the redhead pushed him playfully, "The great Axl Rose invited me on a date, 


pinch me, am | dreamin?" 
"Don't make me regret it, Stradlin" 


"| would like to go on a date with you, Rosie," sing-songs the brunet, Izzy loved to make his skin crawl. 


Izzy gets up and stretches, Axl takes a moment to appreciate his slender figure, the brunet flashes him a sly 
smirk, biting his bottom lip. 


"Where are you going?" 


"I gotta take a shower, " it's all Izzy said before exiting the room, leaving the redhead alone and confused. 


Should he follow his friend, or will it be too weird? 


Axl stepped into the bathroom; steam fogged up the mirror, the entire room is humid, shower running, he can 
barely make out the silhouette of Izzy's body through the curtain. It feels reckless to stand there, but he 


takes off the oversized t-shirt and tosses his boxers on the ground. 


Making the curtain aside, the redhead finds him, water dripping from his lithe body, his black hair sticking to 
his forehead, staring at him and licking the water off his lips. Izzy steps aside, and it's all the invitation Axl 
needs, neither of them says anything, the ginger keeps his gaze fixed on the brunet's face like he hadn't had 
that cock inside him, Izzy greets him with a kiss, the hot, almost scalding water falling on Axis shoulders. 


Izzy grabbed the bar of soap and rubbed it over his body to wash away the sex, sweat, and grime off himself, 
Axl has his back towards him, blushing hard as if he wanted to preserve some sense of decency. The redhead 
glanced over his shoulder, watching the brunet's hand travel down his body. 


Like what you see?" Izzy taunts with a smirk, Axl rolls his eyes. 
"That's the worst pick-up line anyone has used on me. Do the chicks fall for that?" 


"No, but you do," the brunet giggles, a leer on his face. The fucker was soaping his half-hard cock, already 
filling out between his legs. He moved closer towards the redhead; he felt it poking him in the ass. 


The singer's cock throbs between his legs with pleasure. He needed some friction; the guitarist grabs the little 
shampoo from the rusty caddy attached to the wall, popping the cap open, the brunet pours it on his open 
palm; he slicks their dicks, rubbing them together. 


Izzy tilts him by the chin and kisses him roughly, urgent, scalding water still falling on his shoulders, Axl closes 
his eyes, the brunet moans against his lips; the ginger feels something hot against his leg, his eyes snap open 
and pushes Izzy away. 


"Did you just cum, or you piss on my fuckin’ leg, motherfucker?" Axl looks scandalized, but the brunet can't 
contain his laughter; his red hair falls limp on his shoulders, like a wet puppy; it's rather cute. Izzy wanted to 


say something snarky when the door creaked open 


Both froze, and Axl put a hand over Izzy's mouth, hoping that whoever was outside took care of his business 


and left. Someone cleared his throat. Finally, the redhead peaked his head; Duff stood in the middle of the 


bathroom, wearing a tank top and his boxers, arms crossed against his chest and tapping his foot on the tile 


and the most unamused expression on his face. 


"Hey Duffles, you need something?" asked Axl as casual as he could, an awkward smile on his lips. The blond 


raised one of his eyebrows, disappearing in his yellow fringe. 
"Just wonderin’ if you're gonna keep hogging the bathroom." 


"No, we- | mean, l'm almost done," the redhead laughed nervously. Running a hand through his damp and limp 
hair, Duff hummed and nodded suspiciously. 


"Well, you better hurry; | need to work, asshole," Duff huffed angrily. He turned, but before he could leave, the 
blond glanced back at the redhead, "That applies to you too, Izzy.” 


The redhead's smile fell to the floor, his cheeks burning, Duff smiled and got out of the foggy bathroom. His 
job was done. Izzy grabbed the bar of soap again, soaped his hands, and scrubbed Axl's back meticulously. His 


hands were gentle in getting over every inch of his skin 


Both got out of the shower; Axl tied a white, scratchy towel around his waist. Before going back to their 


shared bedroom. 


Really, Ax? | had my Tongue in your ass, and you still cover yourself?" Izzy snatched it from his waist, 
throwing it on the ground. 


"Shut up, Stradlin" 


Hard candy drippin’ on me 
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It's just a date, Rose. 
A date with a boy. 
A date with a boy who's casually his childhood best friend, 


Somehow saying it aloud in his mind made him feel butterflies in his belly and smile like an idiot, God he's acting 
like a chick, and it weirdly feels good Then why the fuck is he so nervous? Axl rummages through the pile of 
clothes on top of his bed; he doesn't find anything decent to wear. 


And Axl already tried on what must have been like a hundred outfits, Izzy once mentioned he should wear his 
assless chaps more often, but it would be uncomfortable to go around with his ass hanging out, he settled for 
a simple Cathouse grey hoodie and jeans, nothing too flashy that said tm in love with you, please date me’ he 
thought about feeling those hands under his hoodie, calloused fingers teasing his nipples or wrapping around the 
velvety skin of his cock. 


He has to remind himself that this is just a date, They're not getting married, although it would be nice; the 
redhead could only imagine it. He and Izzy at a coffee shop, Axl would get on one knee and slide a gold ring in 
his fingers, have a honeymoon in a remote country, where they won't even leave the hotel room, matching 


gold bands on their fingers laced together. 


They would buy their first apartment together, one with a view of the shore where they would listen to the 


waves crash, look at the sunset together and even have a cat. Woah, easy there, tiger. It's just a date. 


Axl wasn't allowed to date until he arrived at L. A. By the time he was l8, every person he knew already lost 
their virginity except for him, even Izzy, and who would want to date him back in Indiana? He had a bowl cut 
and horrible second-hand clothes, although his fashion style was still highly criticized So no, he never had that 


much luck with the girls at home. 


But once out of the cornfields, and with all the freedom in the world, Axl could date all the girls he wanted, it 
was easy, hold their hands, kiss, treat them like a gentleman, make romantic gestures, because, on the inside, 
Axl lived for that shit, but this was very different, he's fucking scared about his first date with Izzy; this is 
ridiculous, but it was his first date with someone he actually really liked and his first with a boy. 


Someone knocked on his door, Duff peeked inside, a faint smile on his lips and blond hair in a bun, stray pieces 


of golden hair framing his face. 


"You have a minute?" asks the blond with a soft, gentle voice, Axl flinched, his heart beating faster, he nods, 
looking away, he doesn't have enough strength to see his friend eye to eye since that encounter in the 


bathroom. 


"How was your shower? You didn't drop the soap, did you?" asked the blond, all nonchalant, suppressing a laugh 
and nudging at him in the ribs. Axl winced and glared daggers at him, "Did Izzy washed your back?" 


"Fuck off, McKagan, if you say a word of what you saw, I'll fucking kill you and hang you by your guts on the 
Hollywood sign," Axl punched him in the shoulder, and the blond rubbed his arm with his brows furrowed. 


"You're going out?" Duff takes a seat at the edge of the bed, making the piles of clothes aside, changing the 


subject of the conversation, before it ended up a lot worse. 


| have a date," Axl swallows, his breathing is shaky, he toys with the skin on his arm, Duff looked at him, 
brown eyes bore into the singer, heavy, gawking, the blond sighed grabbing one blue t-shirt, he was sure it 
belonged to him. 


"With Izzy?" questioned the blond, after a moment of uncomfortable silence, tilting his head to the right, he 
saw Axl tensed, the redhead couldn't lie to Duff, he saw them with his own eyes in the shower, he had no 


excuse to keep this a secret. 


"Yeah, I'm going on a date with Izzy," Axl looked down at his cowboy boots, pouting a little, the blush creeping 
up to his cheeks. 


"You're having sex with him?" Axl stared at the blond wide-eyed and with his jaw slack, his cheeks burning and 


red as a tomato. 
"D-Duff, what.. how did you know?" Axl stammered, swallowing and biting his lip. 


"You thought no one would notice? Maybe Stevie wouldn't, he's different, but, Axl, | could smell it, every time 


you two returned from your nightly escapades, the whole house reeked of cum" 


"Oh my God," the singer buried his face between his hands, shaking his head, red strands falling limp on his 
shoulders. That was it, the end of the life he came to know and his reputation ruined for the rest of his 


miserable existence. He not only was Axl Rose, singer of the most dangerous band in the world. But he was 


now a fucking queer. 
"For how long?" 


"The last three months, since that party, after we played spin the bottle." How pathetic is that answer? Like if 


he was a damn hormonal teenager, he glanced at the blond for a fleeting second, looking intently at his face. 


"Oh, that's cool," Duff shrugged; the redhead furrowed his brows, blinking confused, a dumbfounded look on his 
face. He expected the blond to freak out, judge him because he had the nerve and audacity of falling for 


another man, call him a faggot, a damn fairy, just like Axl did once. 

"That's all you have to say?" 

Back in Lafayette, everyone was such damn prudes; even having porn magazines could be considered a crime. 
He remembered that time Izzy and he found a stash of porn mags in an alleyway, and they took them back to 
Izzy's house; his mom caught them, and both had to sit down to the most awkward ‘bird's and the bee's’ 
conversation he had at the tender age of fourteen 

Here in California, it was normal for everyone to flaunt their sexuality around, even he enjoyed watching chicks 
make out. Here he was just an ordinary guy attracted to his best friend, and now he was the one acting like a 
fucking prude. 

"I think you are the only one who sees anything wrong with it, Axl. It's cool, really. | mean, as | told you, it was 
pretty obvious. No one cuddles his best friend naked with his dick in the shower; and the way you look at him. 


| don't mind, you know." 


Axl had a half-smile on his lips; even thinking about Izzy made him happy. He always has that spark in his eyes 
every time the brunet did the most mundane thing in the world. Its the happiest he's ever felt in a long while. 


"| see the way he looks at you, even before that party, you seem to just click, you connect with each other so 
easily, and | can't blame you, he's very attractive. He really makes you happy, isn't it?" 


"IFs just that... Izzy is just so cool, smart, handsome as fuck, his hands feel so damn good, and his cock is... 


"Woah there, cowboy, | don't need to know more," the bassist held his hands up, looking scandalized, his cheeks 


flushed red, Duff smiled, "I've never seen you like that." 
"Like what?" 
"Happy, its been a while since | have truly seen you happy like that, You really like him a lot, right?" 


Im in love with him. 


"You could say that" 


‘lm glad for you two, oh and Axl, there's nothing wrong with it, trust me" Duff sounds reassuring, putting a 
hand over the redhead's shoulder and giving it a light squeeze. 


"Thanks, Duff." 


"Just... Letts not repeat what happened in the bathroom, all right? | don't think | can handle it," The blond smiled 
at him and gave him a pat in the back, Axl chuckled and threw a shirt at him, it landed on the closed door. 


"Hey," Slash found the rhythm guitarist sitting on a stool, sipping from a tumbler of whisky, the ice cubes 
melting and mixing with the drink Izzy refused to look at him, rolling his eyes, "Oh, | see, you're still giving me 


the silent treatment. Guess | deserve it" 


Slash sighed and sits down next to him, toying with the hem of his leather jacket, he took a plastic pouch from 
the pocket of his jeans, leaving it in the counter just so the brunet could see it, to get his attention, but Izzy 
didn't budge, still staring at space, the younger man tried to search for those chestnut eyes. 


"C'mon, Stradlin, you can't still be mad at me, | fucked up, and I'm sorry," Izzy glared at him; he didn't want to 
talk with him, not after that night outside the bar, it disgusted him how Slash acted it, he was more disgusted 
at how he could let the curly-haired bastard treat him like that. 


"You fuckin’ punched me in the face because | refused to suck your dick, so yes, | have all the right to be mad 
and ignore you," Izzy snarls, drinking the rest of his drink in one go, it burned his throat with a pleasant fire. 
He flagged the barman and asked for another shot of whisky, sensing he was going to need it. 


"Ah finally, he speaks, | thought the cat got your tongue, or maybe it has been busy inside Axl's ass," Slash 
laughed lazily, one hand over his pec. Izzy could only see his pearly white teeth behind his mass of thick curls 
covering half of his face. The older man grabbed his glass of whisky and threw it in his face; Slash's smile 


disappears completely. 


The curly-haired boy licks his lips, tasting the alcohol, he runs an exhausted hand through his face, Izzy 
shakes his head, snaps a dollar bill over the counter, and got up from the stool, ready to leave when he felt a 


leather-clad hand over his bicep. 


"Don't leave, look I'm sorry, didn't mean to insult you and your new boyfriend, let's talk, please, | don't bite," his 
pink tongue darted over his bottom lip, like one of his snakes seizing up the unsuspected mouse it's going to 


have for dinner. 


Izzy eyed him wearily, his heart hammering loudly against his ribcage, thrumming behind his ears. He 
swallowed, his Adam's apple bobbing. He opened and closed his hands and took a seat next to Slash; the stool 


creaked under his weight. 
"C'mon, Stradlin, Did you forget so easily what happened in the apartment? You kept coming back for more," 


The guitarist scooted closer to him, sneaking his arm around his shoulders, pulling him close. The brunet's eyes 
dart over Slash's face; the younger man made a strand of wavy hair behind his ear; he traced the fading 
bruise with his index finger. But Izzy swatted his hand away. He laughed lazily, dark brown eyes, glazed and 
pupils impossibly big. 


| really got you good," Slash gestured towards the bruise; he remembered how his heavy rings collided with 
his soft skin, an act of pure frustration. It wasn't just the fact that Izzy acted like a pussy, but because all 
night, he kept calling him Axi "You have something on your forehead” 


Slash was so close; Izzy could feel his hot breath over his face. It smelled like bitter beer; he wiped a stain 
with the pad of his thumb before the rhythm guitarist could protest. Slash's lips were over his, kissing him 
urgently, biting at his bottom lip; Izzy didn't kiss him back. It felt wrong, it wasn't Axl's soft lips. 


"Can't you close your eyes and pretend I'm him? Oh, | see, you really are in love with him. Finally, you have the 
red-headed bitch at your knees, after pining for him for years, oh but he's a homophobic asshole, is he as 
good as me?" Slash taunted with a petulant tone, filled with pride and dragging the words lazily. 


"Shut up," Izzy raised his voice, pushing Slash away from him. His presence was suffocating all over his body, 


making it hard to breathe. 

"Sorry, its just that, he didn't strike as the type, y'know?" 

"| don't follow," Izzy raised an eyebrow and shook his head, resting a hand over his mouth. 

"Y'know, he doesn't look." Slash did a hand gesture emphasizing his words, "gay or bisexual" 

"And how is Axl supposed to look like, wait, how are we supposed to look like, Hudson?" snaps Izzy, a little too 


sharp, tiring of this stupid conversation, hearing Slash talk about Axl like that makes him want to protect him. 


Izzy leaves a couple of dollar bills over the counter and leaves; this time, Slash doesn't stop him. 


Every time the door opened, Axl looks up and his heart falters, expecting to find that black hair and long face. 
He fidgets with the loose ring on his finger, sweating like crazy under his hoodie. Axl never felt this nervous 
before because other times his dates were girls, he's concerned about what the people have to say. They're 


just a pair of friends watching a movie together. Nothing weird about it, right? 


It was getting late, and no signs of Izzy, he checked his watch, maybe the brunet was late, people came and 
went through the doors, but none of them was him. Anxiety kept nagging him. Axl thought about all the 
possibilities of why his friend was late. 


Perhaps he forgot, didn't feel too good, or something came up with his dealing business, or perhaps he didn't 


want to come, he wanted a cigarette but the No smoking’ sign was taunting him. 


How could Axl be so stupid? Izzy would never want to date him, probably he never was interested in something 
more, and the redhead couldn't blame him; he's a mess. He was just a warm mouth and a tight hole for him, 


nothing else. 


Maybe this was his way of getting revenge after Axl acted like a dickhead, or maybe the brunet was more 
interested in Slash. At least, Izzy could've told him straight to his face. Axl was so distracted throwing himself 
a pity party in his mind; he didn't notice Izzy standing in front of him with a warm smile on his thin lips. 


"Hi, sorry for being late, | had to do something," Axl was looking at him as if the brunet just grew a second 
head, "Everything ok?" 


"Yeah," lied Axl, keeping all his destructive thoughts to himself, Izzy narrowed his eyes and brushed it aside. He 
tried to hold the redhead's hand, but Axl pulled away, stuffing them inside the pockets of his jeans. 


"You sure you're ok? Is there something wrong? You're having second thoughts" Axl felt guilty as he watched 
the smile on Izzy's face fall to the ground. 


"Nol It's just... | thought you didn't want to come," the redhead flushed, looking down, the guitarist looked at him 
with those big Bambi chestnut eyes, his expression softened. 


‘lm here now, you don't have to worry," Izzy leaned and tilted his chin to look at him, "Did someone ever told 
you that you look cute when you blush? You're making it hard not to kiss you, lets go, the movie already 
started" 


By the time they sit down, the trailers already started. Izzy leaned closer to him, lips barely brushing the shell 
of his ear, breath tickling him; if Axl moved just right, their lips would brush, a flush crept over the redhead's 
cheeks. The singer glanced at him again, ignoring the movie. Izzy looked beautiful under the dim lights, not in 


the same way Erin was beautiful because there were really no words to describe the brunet's beauty. 


Twenty minutes into the movie and Izzy was bored out of his mind; he glanced at the redhead, his eyes glued 
to the screen. He couldn't be that interested in this mediocre film. The brunet thought about another way to 


pass the time, something more fun 


"This is quite boring," Izzy murmured and clicked his tongue. Leaning closer, his nose brushing the faint hairs 
around the singer's ear, nuzzling them, Axl felt goosebumps, "No wonder why Stevie's been begging to come 
and see it." 


Axl tried hard to focus on the movie. It was about aliens, but he couldn't; they've been sharing a bag of 
popcorn, their hands brushing occasionally and sending a spark through the ginger's body. 


Izzy stretches and wraps an arm around his shoulders, pulling him closer into a deep, urgent, and desperate 
kiss, its distracting, but it's not like Axl was watching the movie. The brunet's hand sneaked towards his thigh, 
creeping up to his crotch and cupping Axl's hardening length. If the redhead wasn't wearing those tight jeans, 


lzzy would shove his hand inside. 


They broke apart when it became difficult to breathe. The singer could cut the growing tension with a knife, 
Izzy swallowed, licking his lips, tasting Axl on them. 


There are few people in the movie theater, but Axl is still concerned about making out in public; even though 
the darkness protects them and the fact that they're all the way in the back, Izzy licks the side of his neck 


and nips at his earlobe, making the redhead shiver. 


"I gotta go to the bathroom," Axl immediately gets up, running a hand through his hair, his cheeks flushed and 
panting. Izzy smirked; he perfectly knew what this was all about. Axl walked through the row of empty seats, 
getting out. 


Izzy follows him into the restrooms, pulling the redhead into the last stall, pushing him hard against the door, 
rattling. If they're not careful, people would hear them; Axl's mouth is on his throat, biting the delicate and 


pale expanse of skin, leaving a hickey along his skin. 


So everyone could see that Izzy Stradlin belonged to someone. The brunet rests his hands on Axl's hair, feeling 


his teeth scrape over a sensitive spot on his neck. Izzy moaned, biting at his knuckles. 


"Waited the whole day to do this," Axl pulled away, his lips swollen and shiny, his pupils bigger, and eyes glazed 


over. 


Its exciting, the thrill that someone could come barging through that door and hear what they are doing. Izzy 
pushed a hand under the hoodie he was wearing, thumbing one of his nipples, toying with the ring until Axl 
shuddered and leaned into his touch and felt lightheaded when the rush of blood run directly to his cock, 


leaving it hard and straining against his jeans. 


Izzy's touch was tender but rough, Axl was sure he could come untouched from his hands alone. The brunet 
kept rubbing circles around his nipple; the singer pulled away and pressed his palm in front of his jeans, palming 
his cock, stroking him slowly through his jeans. He undid the belt and the button, freeing his erection 


Axl dropped to his knees, taking him eagerly into his mouth, his hot tongue teasing the slit on the head of his 
cock. Izzy rested his hands over his head, urging him to take more, his cock hits the back of the ginger's 
throat. 


The guitarist couldn't stop looking down at his friend, hollowing his cheeks, his lush swollen lips, red and wet 
around his cock, tongue swirling around the head, eyes closed; he will not last if Axl keeps doing that. He feels 
his climax approaching faster, the tightening on his lower belly. 


"Ax." Izzy murmurs, breathless and pulling at his hair as a warning, Axl's throat spasm around his cock and 
sends him over the edge, spilling his seed inside the heat of the redhead's mouth. He makes a choking sound 
but swallows every drop; he lets go of his softening shaft, a little of his semen dribbles down on his chin, his 
lips reddened. 


"Lets get out of here. That movie sucked, either way, you hungry?" Axl wiped a hand over his mouth, and lzzy 
couldn't stop looking at him. He looked so damn good. The redhead helped him to tuck himself back in his jeans. 


"You're gonna treat me to a nice meal after you gave the best blowjob? You're definitely a charmer, Rose." 


They sit in a booth inside a diner; it wasn't crowded, but Axl sat in front of Izzy. A server came and took 
their orders. A juicy steak and a burger, Axl took the pickles out and Izzy kept stealing fries from his plate. 


Axl told everything about his very inspirational conversation with Duff, while the brunet listened to him 
attentively. The guitarist wiped a stain of mustard from Axl's cheek By the end of their dinner, Axl sits next 
to the guitarist, practically climbing on his lap. 


"I saw Slash today, he wanted to apologize, but the bastard can keep his shitty ass apology for himself,” spat 


the brunet, taking a sip of his soda. The mere mention of his name made Axl feel a little jealous. 

"Do you like Slash?" asked the singer, insecurities rearing their ugly head inside his mind. 

"Most of the time, | mean, | can recognize he's a good guitar player, can be a little douche, but we need him..." 
Izzy glanced at the smaller man, who scrunched his nose and was biting the inside of his cheek, "Oh, you're 


talkin’ about something different. No, | don't like him like that. We mess around before, but it means nothing.” 


Axl hummed, not entirely sure about that answer. Izzy paid for the food, and both exited the diner, Axl 


started walking towards the shared apartment, and Izzy looked at him confused. 


"We don't have to go home yet," Izzy caught him by his hand and walked towards the parking lot, where a 
motorcycle rested, the neon lights of the diner reflected over its shiny, sleek black paint. 


"Its one in the morning, Isbell, You stole this or something?" Axl smoothed a hand over the handlebar and 
smooth leather seats. Izzy pulled the keys from his coat and smiled wickedly. 


"No, Let's say | borrowed it for a friend that owed me a favor," Izzy climbed on the seat, making a gesture 
towards Axl. 


"Don't we need helmets, genius?" 


"What, you don't trust me, Rosie?" Izzy challenged him with a smirk. The redhead huffed and climbed in the 
back of the motorcycle; his arms wrapped tightly around the brunet. 


The engine roared underneath them, and Izzy drives out of the parking lot; it was late but the city never 
looked more alive with the neon signs and palm trees swaying gently in perfect unison in the dark sky filled 
with smog, hydrangeas blooming on the bushes, it wasn't quite a city that never sleeps, but it was the city 


where dreams started and could end in nightmares. 


Axl felt the wind hitting his face, blowing in his hair, messing his hair; he should have put it in a ponytail. He 
tightened his hold on the brunet every time they hit a curve, closing his eyes and feeling Izzy's warm body 


against him. 


On the horizon, the city was getting smaller and smaller the further away they got until all he could see was 
the desert, polluted air getting clearer until Axl could see the stars twinkling in the cloudless sky and the 
shadow of the Joshua trees. He did not know where Izzy was taking him, but he didn't care, as long as he was 


with him. 


Izzy stopped the engine abruptly. They were in a desolated spot further away from the last gas station, he 
pulled out a blanket and a portable radio, laying it on the dirt. He collapsed on his makeshift camp with a hand 
tucked under his head, Axl sits beside him, shoulders bumping together; the brunet smells like coconut lotion, 
the beach, and that distinctive aroma of an impending storm. 


It was a warm spring night; there weren't any clouds in the night sky, only the twinkling stars and the full 
moon. Izzy outstretched his hand and pointed at different constellations, tracing lazy lines on the sky, 
connecting the dots. He glanced at the redhead, the stars gleamed in his green eyes; he had this smile on his 
lips, and the brunet wanted to kiss it. 


This is all oddly romantic and weird for both of them when they based their entire relationship on sex, so it's 


strange to just lay under the sky, stargazing. 


Soon, they laced their fingers together, fitting perfectly, the hands Axl loved so much, he loved the gentle way 
Izzy touched him, caressed his hair and cheeks. All his life, Axl thought that touch was supposed to hurt, be 
painful, but Izzy turned his world upside down. 


With only the music coming from the portable radio echoing, they're alone. The gentle spring breeze is cool 
against his skin, and Izzy wraps his coat around Axl's shoulders; Juice Newton started singing Angel of the 


Morning. 


"How did you know you were..?" Axl closed his mouth and pursed his lips, unsure of maybe crossing a line and 


offend the guitarist. 


Bisexual? Probably because | wanted to fuck both Robert Plant and Joni Mitchell," Izzy shrugged his gaze 


shifted from the cloudless sky to Axl's curious face. 


"Do you want to get married to a man someday?" the brunet scoffed and snickers, Axl furrows his brows, not 


understanding what was so funny in his questions 
"Maybe, if it was possible, what is up with this interrogatory?" 


"Nothing | was just tryin’ to figure things out for myself, you think I'm bi?" Axl suddenly got up, sitting Indian 


style and with the most intense expression on his face. 
"I told you about Marc, he was attracted to Bowie after all, although he said sex with him would be boring." 


"| think l'm bi," the singer realizes with uncertainty, staring at Izzy, who remained on the ground, his arm still 


tucked under his head. 

"What matters is that you're comfortable with being who you are, Angel.” 

Axl shifted his gaze from the sky to Izzy's face with his starry eyes; the pale moonlight bathed his body, the 
brunet remained silent, an unreadable expression on his face. The redhead wants to say a bunch of things, but 


the words get trapped inside his throat. 


He was in love with lzy.. 


Strawberries and cigarettes always taste like you 
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It's ironic. It begins with a party and ends with another night spend between the haze of beer, weed, and drugs, 
music pulsating, plastic cups and beer cans cluttered the already messy ground, and Axl still thinks it's boring, 


the same booze, the same girls to fool around with, while the boys rummage through their purses. 


Somehow today, something is different. He has his legs draped over Izzy's lap, peppering lazy kisses along his 
face, jaw, and neck. The brunet is already lightheaded; his hands loosely grip the bottle of Nightrain, taking 


small sips from it. 


The air inside the house is sickly sweet, sticky with the humid spring heat. Axl glances at the bodies dancing in 
the living room, while he gives the burning cigarette a long drag and blowing the smoke on Izzy's face, the 
guitarist waves a hand lazily to dissipate the bitter smell. 


Axl still doesn't understand where he stands in his relationship with the brunet, although the last couple of 
weeks have been nice, going on little dates and acting all lovey-dovey, spending a weekend at their special place. 
Still, it's weird to be there and not have sex. He enjoyed waking up next to the guitarist, alone without any of 
the boys intruding. 


He looks too good, with his yellow tight leather pants, clinging to him in all the right places, exposing his, perky 
little ass, and that black shirt, unbuttoned, well, Izzy could be wearing a sack of potatoes and he will make it 


look cool, he would probably make it a fashion statement. 

They heard a commotion, booming laughs, cheering, whistles, some banter here and there. He eyes the group 
of people sitting down on the carpet, Duff, Steven, and Slash, between a bunch of chicks; the smaller blond 
turned to look at them with a bright smile, his piercing blue eyes gleamed. He was too high and drunk. 


"You guys don't wanna play spin the bottle?" Duff laughed loudly beside him, his golden locks in disarray. He had 
a red solo cup between his hands with a forgotten, stale drink, but it kept him grounded. 


The pair turned to look at each other and Axl raised an eyebrow, Izzy gave the bottle a swig, wetting his lips. 


‘Only if you want to," shrugged the brunet; he smells like cheap liquor, strawberries, and cigarette smoke. Axl 
could get drunk on only that smell. The redhead gets up and pulls Izzy with him, sitting on the opposite side of 
the boys. 


The bottle spins around them, and Axl wasn't tipsy enough this time. First, it landed on Duff and some girl he 
invited. Steven thought about making things more interesting and pulled the couple inside the closet. Everyone 
hollered as soon as they came out. The taller blond left with her. 


Then it was Izzy's turn with another girl. It was just a closed-mouth kiss, but it made Axl's blood pump. He 
wanted to be the one kissing him, have his way with the guitarist. Chestnut eyes held his gaze, unmoving; 
finally, the redhead's turn, the ginger watched the green bottle spin, his heart beating loudly, It landed on Slash, 
Axl froze, paled, even though he wasn't on bad terms with him, the redhead refused to talk to him. 


"We don't have to.." Axl retorted, wincing and pinching the bridge of his nose, scratching the nape of his neck. 


"Ah, ah, ah, no skipping, Rose, don't be a pussy, it's just a kiss. l'm sure dear ol Izzy wouldn't mind, right?" 
taunted the smaller blond, and Axl wanted to punch him in the face, the brunet shrugged and takes another 


swig of alcohol. 


Stevie shoves them inside the closet, the redhead couldn't keep protesting, for a fleeting moment, he glanced at 


Izzy, who looked at him with hooded eyes, toying with the bottle in his hands and with a bleak expression 


It was cramped, cluttered, smelled faintly like mothballs and musty, definitely not made to fit two people. Slash 
scratched the nape of his neck nervously, it felt like being smothered, clearing his throat. He didn't touch the 
singer. The younger boy puts a cigarette in his mouth and cups the end to light it; he sighs. 


For a moment the smell of nicotine replaces the musty air inside the cluttered closet, Axl crosses his arms, 
jingling with every movement from the bracelets he's wearing, one of them is a necklace Izzy gifted him after 


their first date, he insisted that Axl keep it, it was the one he wore religiously. 


"Umm, | wanted to talk to you; fuck, this is awkward. Look, | don't know if this is gonna work, but | want to 
apologize for punching Izzy. It was really fuckin’ stupid.." a knot formed in the guitarist's throat. Axl glared at 


him but remained silent, "I'm a fuckin’ asshole ok? And | don't know what I'm doing. Forget it" 

Slash pouted and looked down, crossing his arms. The smoke billowed from the cigarette between his hands. Axl 
rolled his eyes and shook his head; he didn't know what was worse, being in close space with the man who used 
to screw around with Izzy or having to endure this conversation. 


"Is not me who you need to apologize, Hudson," deadpanned the singer, with that deep baritone voice of his. 


"I know, Axl is just... I've been thinkin’ about how to explain’ it. Nothing is going on between Izzy and me. You 


know we mess around before, but honestly, we were too high to remember it. It's over now," Axl turns, the 


guitarists eyes are sad, big like a pleading puppy. 


"If you touch him again, | swear I'm gonna chop your arm off. Let's see how you fuckin’ play guitar," snarled 


the redhead, his jaw tight. Slash takes some steps away from him. 


"No need to be so defensive, Ax, | fucked up. Maybe | was mad because | could never be you, can't be what 
Izzy wants," his voice became softer, face obscured by unruly curls and the darkness of the closet. He smelled 
like cheap vodka that had been passed around the circle and stale smoke so different from the relaxing and 


warm scent of Izzy. 


"| don't think I'm quite what Izzy deserves. | treated him like shit before," Axl chuckled, it was humorless, 
forced. He licked his lips, "He deserves better." 


"You make him so happy tho," Slash made his hair aside, staring at his friend with piercing dark, brown eyes, 
"He has this spark in his eyes every time you're near him, Jesus, Axl, he kept calling me by your name that 


night at the bar." 


| dunno why I'm crying, | just felt really emotional all of a sudden," Axl felt the tears gathering in his eyes, 


blurring his vision, "Now you're just stroking my ego, Slasher.” 


Axl had that little mischievous smile, that made him look like a little kid, well he acted like one with the way he 


runs around on the stage, a hyperactive goblin 


"Just take care of him, Rose, he's one in a million, but you already know that" Slash shrugged and gave the 
cigarette little taps. Ash fell on the carpeted floor, the cherry glistening with an angry shade of red. 


"The seven minutes are up, guys, or are you two having sex?" Stevie banged on the closet door, startling both. 


Before they got out, Slash extended his hand, and Axl shook it as a sign of forgiveness. 


"Hey, Bill, can you tell Izzy I'm sorry," Slash scoffed, his plump lips curved with a smile, "He won't talk to me, 


and | really feel terrible." 


Axl nodded and gave him a pat on the back; Slash returned to the circle with a gentle smile on his lips, the 
girl's wolf-whistle, and clasp his shoulder. Axl noticed Izzy wasn't sitting on the carpet. He moved through the 
bodies crowding the house, strolled out into the backyard covered with dead, yellowish grass; he found the 


brunet smoking in the dark corner, under the starless sky. 


"Hey," Axl swallowed the lump in his throat, walking towards him, the red bandana around his forehead slides 


down and he nervously keeps it in place. 


"Hey," the brunet greeted him, with his hands stuffed inside the denim jacket, he blows the smoke, "How was 
that? Hate to admit it, but Slash is a decent kisser." 


"Don't know, we didn't kiss," the redhead had a half-smile. Izzy had been staring at his boots, crushing the 
grass. His head perked up, and he stared at Axl with soft, Bambi eyes, a satisfactory smile forming slowly in 
his lips. 


Izzy walked in his direction, shoving him against the brick wall of the house, Axl could barely make out the 
features of his face. The brunet's slender body pressed firmly against him, he felt the heat between his legs, 
his cock already filling out with interest. 


"Good, ‘cus, let me tell you something, Angel, you belong to me," Izzy's lips were on his neck, his teeth scraping 
the sensitive skin, "I don't like to share." 


It took Axl a lot of strength not to moan there, where everyone could hear them; he felt the heat pooling in 
his belly and spreading through his chest and cheeks, Izzy's eyes were dark, hungry, and filled with lust, but 
before things could escalate, Axl cleared his throat. 


"Do you remember that first time we talked after the party? You said something that this wasn't just a game 
to you. This whole thing between us... it's not a game for me either, maybe it was at the beginning but not 
anymore, and | never really had the chance to tell you, but | like to spend time with you, not just when we're 


fucking, damn I'm falling for you." 


Axl looked at Izzy; he pushed him away long enough. Because of his stupid ego, shame, and fear of what people 
thought of him, the thought still prodded at him, Izzy deserved better than him, but the brunet eyed him like 


he was the moon and the stars he also loved so much. 


"I know this is probably somethin’ casual. | kept telling myself this was just us fooling around because | kept 
coming back for more after that stupid kiss; | can't keep pretending this is just sex because we fight and | 
missed you so bad." 


The brunet remained silent, an unreadable expression on his face, holding Axl's stare. The redhead regretted it 


immediately. This was a mistake. 


"| don't want to look twenty years into the future and realize how stupid it was to not tell you this, but | love 
you," Axl never imagines he would be the first one to say it, but it rolled easily off his tongue. His voice is 


only a murmur in the dead of night. 


He hoped the booming music inside covered his words, and he would never bring this again if Izzy only wanted 
to keep this as strictly just sex. He wouldn't mind, but Axl couldn't even bear to think about his friend with 


someore else. 


"You... love me?" Izzy furrowed his brows, Axl pulled him closer by the lapels of his yellow shirt, their lips 
barely brushing, hot breath over Izzy's skin, the redhead smelled like cheap cologne and hairspray. 


‘| love you," Axl gave him a peck, holding his face with both hands, his thumbs caressing his cheeks, Izzy 
furrowed his brows, his lips were rough against the redheaa's. 


"You're beautiful,’ Axl said against his lips, between kisses, it wasn't quite a deep kiss yet, another peck, "And | 
fuckin' love you." 


A steady hand held Izzy by the chin, pulling him into a breathless kiss, so close he could feel Izzy's heart 


hammering against his chest. 


"| love you.." he felt like a broken record, but he couldn't stop now. It was the truth. He pulled away, staring at 
big chestnut eyes, a lightly freckled face, black hair, and a sly smirk 


"LI love you too," Izzy bites his bottom lip, scratching the nape of his neck; he sounded unsure, not really 
confident in the words leaving his mouth, Axl closed his eyes, the brunet cleared his throat, "I love you" 


"You mean like, really love me, love me?" Axl asks, cocking an eyebrow, thinking that Izzy is just playing with 


him. He wouldn't be able to handle it. 


"Yeah, | mean it like you think | mean it," Izzy enunciated slowly. His palms felt clammy, "I mean it as in: I'm in 


love with you, dipshit." 


Axl takes a deep, shaky breath, feeling as if a cold bucket of water fell over him; he looks up at him with 
teary eyes, a small smile on his lips. Izzy closes the distance between them, wraps his arms around the 


redhead tightly, and kisses him deeply, slowly, as if it was the first time, savoring every moment, both knowing 


this what they want. 


Izzy is the one who breaks the kiss, caressing his check, Axl melts against the touch, he smiles at him, the 
redhead never thought he was worthy of love, especially from someone as wonderful as Izzy, the brunet 
nuzzles his nose against the redhead's jawline where the coarse beard tickled him. 


"You wanna date, you miserable asshole?" asked Izzy with a hand on his hips and a broad smile. 


"You mean like going steady, me and you? Thought you never ask, fucker," Axl runs his fingers through his jet 
black hair, his green eyes soft. 


"This party blows. What if we get the hell out of here?" Izzy has a leer on his face, a naughty gleam in his 
chestnut eyes; Axl nodded, a smile spreading in his lips, the one that made him look boyish and cute. 


The redhead barely had enough time to open the door to their motel room when Izzy was shoving him inside, 
slamming the door behind him and pinning Axl against the wall, crashing their mouths together, with fervent 
desperation and an underlying tenderness, hands roaming all over their bodies. 


Their hands always find each other, intertwined together, fitting perfectly. Not letting go, Izzy felt that if he 
did, the redhead would run away. Axl grinded against him, rolling his hips slightly, in that enticing way he did on 
the stage and hypnotize him. 


The obvious bulge in the brunet's pants was digging at Axl's leg, his hand slide towards the guitarist's ass, 
squeezing it, while with the other he carded his slender fingers through Izzy's soft hair; the brunet stopped, 
licking his lips. 


| want to try something different, obviously, if you don't mind," Axl tilted his head to the right. Izzy's mouth 


was back on his neck, licking a stripe along the pale skin, nipping close to his Adam's apple. 
"What is it?" Axl's breathing was already labored, their erections grinding together. 


‘| want you to fuck me," the redhead felt Izzy's mouth moving against his skin. His pants feel tighter, and it 
rendered him speechless. 


"You're serious?" Axl blinked twice, dumbfounded, his brain short-circuiting, "Have you ever..2" 


Axl didn't mind being on the receiving end. He quite enjoyed the feeling of fullness from the brunet's thick cock 
inside of him, that didn't make him less of a man. He even felt sorry for all the poor bastards who haven't 
discovered the power of the prostate. 


‘| mean it and yeah, but only with Slash," Axl glared daggers at him when he mentioned the younger boy, "But, 
| want you to be my first" 


Axl pulled him into a heated kiss, that's all the confirmation the brunet needed; they stumbled through the 
room, knocking a lamp. The guy at the front desk already had to replace it twice since they started all of this. 
They fumbled with the tight clothes, trying to get undress as fast as possible. 


Collapsing over the bed in a mess of tangled limbs and wandering hands, the redhead climbed on top of him, 
leaving a trail of soft kisses down to Izzy's cock. It gave a twitch. 


Axl didn't want to leave any inch of the brunet's pale body untouched, wanted to trace wordless adoration over 


his flesh with his lips and tongue. 


So, Izzy would never forget how loved he was, how much Axl loved him, savoring every cry and lewd moan 
that left the brunet's lips. He kissed his collarbone, his chest, above his belly button, along his arms where the 
track, angry, red marks were stark on his milky skin, nip at his skinny thighs until he reached for his cock, 
standing hard and proud between his dark pubic hair; Axl kissed the head of his length, making the guitarist 
shiver. His eyes rolled to the back of his head, humming appreciatively. 


"Axi" the redhead took him inside his mouth in a practiced motion. Izzy carded his fingers through his bright, 
soft hair, his grip tightening and pulling slightly, massaging his scalp with those deft fingers. 


The ginger started slowly at first, feeling the weight of the guitarist's cock inside his mouth. Tasting the beads 
of pre-come gathering at the tip, he hollowed his cheeks, quickening his pace, exactly the way Izzy loved, more 
tongue and saliva dribbling down on his chin, Axl pulled away, massaging one of his balls and taking it in his 


mouth. 
"Oh fuck, baby, don't stop." 


Axl reached for the bottle of lube they always kept in the room, next to the box of condoms, they're running 
out. He coated his fingers and circled Izzy's entrance, he tensed at first but relaxed under his ministrations. 
Axl tried to remember all the brunet did on him, searching for that spot that had him seeing stars behind his 


eyes. 


"Oh, God, Billy right there!" Axl leaned and silenced his boyfriend with a hungry kiss, his boyfriend The redhead 
giggled against his lips, feeling too giddy; he felt proud that the creature underneath him was all his, "If you 


don't stop, baby, I'm gonna come before you're even inside of me." 


The singer wiggled his eyebrows and inserted a third finger, making Izzy squirm and arch his back, satisfied. He 
grabbed a condom and rolled it onto his cock, coating his prick with some lube, before sinking into Izzy's tight 
entrance, no girl felt this warm, no wonder why he liked it so much. His cock wasn't as big and impressive as 
Izzy's, but the brunet moaned regardless when his prick was buried to a hilt. 


"Look at me Izzy," the redhead made his black hair aside. The brunet opened his eyes just a smidge; Axl 
grabbed his hand, lacing their fingers together. He moved slowly at first until desperate pleas were uttered. 


This felt different from all the times they fucked urgently and angrily in the same bed. They were making love, 
Axl's red hair tickled him in the face, a hand wrapped around Izzy's aching, red cock, stroking slowly, the 
redhead felt closer to the edge, his lower belly tightening. 


Izzy came first, panting, thick ropes of warm cum landing on the singer's hand, Axl licked it clean, never 
breaking eye contact with his boyfriend. The brunet's softening cock gave a weak twitch; the redhead reached 
his climax, his shaft throbbing inside the guitarist, filling the condom. 


Axl slowly pulled out, careful not to injure him, and collapsed beside the brunet, pulling the condom from his 
softening dick and tying a knot; Izzy wraps his arms around the redhead. He giggles, hiding his face in the crook 
of his neck. 


"What?" asks Izzy, looking for his face, tickling him in the ribs. He loved his laugh, all melodious and cute. 


"Nothin, 'm just happy that you're my boyfriend," Axl peppered kisses on his face, until he reached for his 


lips, looking at him like a love-struck fool. 


"God, you're such a sap, Rosie, | thought we agreed, no cuddlin' or romantic shit 
"Shut up, Stradlin, and keep hugging me." 


Axl fell asleep with a warm body pressed tightly against his back, the soft noise of snoring lulling him. 


Three years later... 


The first thing Axl notice when he woke up is that he's in bed, it's past.. whatever, he can't see the clock 
from his side of the bed. But the pink sun bathes the room with a soft, gentle glow. 


The second thing he notices is the sound of waves crashing on the beach, wanting to lull him back to sleep, the 
slight ocean breeze filling the room, coming from the open window, curtains billowing because they didn't close 


them properly during the night, too lazy to get up. 
And Axl knows how much Izzy loved to wake up with the sound of the waves, wind, and the distant birds. 


The third and last thing he notices is the body against him, hot, warm, sweaty. A hand lazily holding him close 
to his chest, slow, rhythmic breathing against the nape of his neck. The sheets are tangled around their legs 
and the soft hum of the fan mixing with the waves outside. 


He turns gently to look at Izzy without jostling him awake; the sun glowed behind him, his hair like a halo, Axl 
rakes his hand through it. He no longer dyes it, and it's slightly lighter from the days spent at the beach 
surfing. He still smells like coconut lotion and the beach, like an endless summer, and Axl can't get enough, Izzy 


looks gorgeous like this. 


The warm sun bathed Izzy's body, making every mole and freckle stand out against his alabaster skin. Axl 
looked at him, mesmerized, it didn't matter that after all this time, he never tires of waking up next to him 


every morning; he traces every line of the brunet's body. 

Izzy Stradlin managed to look beautiful even in his sleep and have Axl's heart beating faster. 

There was no way denying that Axl was a fucking love-struck fool for the brunet: 

I+ still amuses him how he convinced someone like the guitarist to be with him and stay by his side no matter 
how difficult Axl can be; Izzy understands that love can't cure him, but it can help in putting him back 


together again. The truth is, he didn't need to convince the brunet. He initiated this and wanted it as much as 
Axl. 


Izzy could have any man or woman he wanted, someone better, someone who really deserved his beauty and 
brain. Yet the guitarist chooses him, the kid from Indiana who was broken beyond repair and sometimes was 


too much for everyone. 

Everyone.. except for Izzy. 

"What are you lookin’ at, creep?" Izzy's voice is raspy, still heavy with sleep. He barely opens his eyes, just a 
smidge, and he smiles slowly, Axl flinched and stops massaging his hair. Izzy leaned against his touch, urging 


him to keep going. 


"Good mornin’ to you too, babe," the redhead murmured, smiling softly, "If that's your way of sayin' good 


morning, it's kinda rude." 


"Shut up, its too early, there's no need to be awake," Izzy pulled him closer to his chest, his nose buried in his 


red hair. 
Izzy pressed a kiss to his neck, teeth scraping the tender skin above a fading hickey, Axl could lie in bed for 
hours with Izzy whether it was just lounging, sleeping, or doing some naughty things. The redhead let Izzy 


climb on top of him, hovering above, deepening the kiss. 


Axl broke the kiss, breathless, a smile spreading on his swollen, kissed lips. He shoved Izzy gently, bolting out of 
the bed before he could catch him, and wrap his arms around his waist like a python. 


"Ah, ah, ah breakfast first, before we do anything else, did you forget? Last night you promised me you were 
going to cook," Axl looked at him with a pout on his lips, shifting his weight from foot to foot and with that 
childish spark in his greenish eyes that had Izzy bending to his every whim. 


Izzy didn't remember such a conversation He turned away. If he kept looking at the redhead, he would give in 
When did he become such a sap? Axl kept making that face and the brunet groaned, getting out of the bed. 


"Fuck you, Billy, you're lucky | like having you around." 
"But you love me," Axl sauntered closer to him, pulling him closer into a tender kiss. 


"Yeah, | do, still do, and | will always, Angel, don't forget it," Izzy holds his face, and kisses him again. 


